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NEW-YEAR'S DAY. 
BY CHARLES STEWART. 
siarry wings Lope’s angel herald, flying, 
Troclaims the advent of the glad New Year, 
And from afar-the Old Year, pale and dying, 


lings his white shroud and totters to his bier. 
Then burrah! hurrah! for the glad New Year, 


Who mounts his throne with a shout; é 
Who welcomes Hope with a hearty choer 
And shuts wan Sorrow out. & 


ere cyes are flinging 
Flashes fast and free; 
Joy upspringing, voices singing 
New Year's jubilce! 
Béuold the broad river in joyous array, 
Like shadows the skaters skirr wildly away: 
Bright faces uplifted 
Bloom every where, 
As angels had sifted 
The sunshine there. 
All light and music, and all life and motion; 
inchanting spell of beauty and of blise, 
On life’s hyemal ocean 
Oh! what a glalsome day is this! 
Old mother Earth from her happy heart 
Sends up a pean from crowded mart— 
A prayer of praise, > 
And a shout of joy 
From the laughing boy at the bonfirc’s biaze; 
Ani e’en old age, 
With his face 60 sage, 
Writ o'er with lines bk: an anvient page, 
Grows Tuddy as youth in the Lonny rays, 
And the voices in the 
Now are low and now are high, 
Bat, hich or low, are happy as the day is long. 
Littie toncues in music lift 
With a glad ** Mg New-Year's gift!" 
A iA happy, happy New Year!" is the burden of the 
May this vear, so brigiit in youth, 
Still unfold in peace and truth; 
And that Right may vanquish Might let us ever hope 
and pray. 
Then God bless you, reader dear, _ 
May you find the coming year r 
Ever bright, and always happy as this fiest auspicious 
day. 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. 
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HE year one thousand cight hundred and 
- fiftv-nine, which will close before another 
number of is issued, has been 
in some respects more memorable than most 
previous years for the last quarter of a c.ntury. 
It will figure conspicuously in history, ot only 
from the intrinsic importance of the cvents it 
witnessed, but from the dramatic com»letencss 
of several of the movements which took place 
between its January and its December. 

It will be remembered, in this country, as 
the year which witnessed the final sett!ement 
ef the Kansas dispute, and the general acquies- 
cence of all moderate men in the Douglas doc- 
trine that Territories, like States, are free to 
prescribe their own domestic institutions. It 
is left for future Congresses to determine at 
what period an unformed socicty becomes a 
Territory in the sense implied in the above 
statement of doctrine; but the principle once 
admitted, such matters of detail can involve 
but little difficulty. At the very carliest in- 
ception of political existence—as soon, for in- 
stance, as the inhabitants of a Territory can 
elect a delegate to Congress—the privilege of 
designating the institutions they prefer will ob- 
viously accrue. It was hoped by many that 
this settlement would for a time calm the vio- 
lence of the Slavery cont But the 
John Brown raid into Virgi d the reluc- 
tance of the South to sysmit to the legislative 
predominance of the fmore populous North, 
seem, at the last hour of the dying year, to 
have revived the controversy in its most bitter 
shape, and we take leave of 1859 with angry 
threats of disunion ringing in our ears, and 
fierce menaces of civil war disturbing the com- 
merce and finance of the country. Let us hope 
that 1860 will witness a calmer and more prac- 
tical frame of mind among our statesmen. 
Meanwhile Ict us congratulate ourselves that 
there has been tangib!e progress in this Slavery 
conflict since 1858. 

In Europe, 1859 will be chiefly remembered 
as the year of the Italian war. It was on New- 
Year's Day, 1859, that Napoleon first intimated 
his purpose of attempting to solve the Italian 
problem, if need be, with the sword. Austria 
would not yicli to fate, and accordingly, as 
soon as the weather permitted, the armies took 
the field. . The result was the total overthrow 
of Austrian ‘power in the Italian peninsula, 
With a sagacity peculiarly his own, Napoleon 
made peace as_soon as his moral object was 
gained. olferino the real sway of Aus- 
tria in Italy was gone forever, and Napoleon 
laid down the sword—punishing Venice, not 
unjustly, for the selfish and narrow-minded 
manner in which she had held aloof from 
Lombardy and Piedmont in 18:8. Eyer since 
then Italy has been in a transition state. Lom- 
bardy and the Duchics have proved their ca- 
pacity for self-government and their intelligent 
patriotism by a policy so enlightencd, so reso- 
lute, and yet so forbearing, that it is without 


| parallel in the history of sud 
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nations. Their future is safe. ‘ihe Pope sull 
remains—an unsolved, almost hopeless puzzie. 
Without foreign troops to protect him the old 
man’s throat would not be safe ten minutes 
among his own people; and yet he never was 
so obstinately set on refusing to reform his 
government, never blinder to his true position 
among nations. Holding power and life at the 
will of foreign sovereigns, he actually fans trea- 
son in France, suffers crazy Irishmen to sicken 
the British by eulugies of his brutal despotism, 
and exasperates the enlightencd world by the 
Mortara outrage—a villainy so infamous that it 
could hardly have been tolerated in the dark 
ages. If the teaching of history be sound, this 
inveterate stoliditv siiould presage the end of 
papal dominion. So vencrable an institution, 
as the papacy commands the respect of man- 
kind, and if it could be harmonized with the 
liberal instinets of the age even Protestants 
would not willingly sce it trampled in the dust. 
But Pius the Ninth seems bent on his doom ; 
and really the metirod he will enforce is the 
surest for the improvement of Italy. If he will 
destroy himself, if he will not permit the IEm- 
perors to save him, why, let him have his way. 

Of the rest of Europe the history of 1859 will 
say little. Trance is unchanged; more loval 
than usual; prosperous; no freer than forme:- 
ly; but with a government so thorough and se 
well administered, so just as between iman and 
man, that other countries may admire Ger- 
many has recovered from the convulsions of 
terror into which it was plunged by the war; 
except as to the bankruptey of Austria—an o!d 
story—it attracts no outside attention. Russia, 
peaceful and active, builds railroads and emanci- 
pates serfs—strenathening itself on every side. 
Spain closes the year with a declaration of war 
against African neighbors, whom it will crus! 
out, and ‘hom, on account of their piratical 
autceedonts, the world will not pity. With re- 
gard to Great Britain, 1850 will be best remem- 
bered xs the year of the Great Terror about a 
French Invaston. The course of the English 
during te lialian war was wisely neutral; but 
they somchow attracted the ill-vill of both or all 
parties, and ever since then have been aliern- 
ately quaking ami blusteriIng about an invasion 
from Franee—the very last thing any sane 
Frenchman would contemplate. Meanwhile 
the cause of eicetoral reform (a matter of far 
more moment to the English people than for- 
cin polities) has remained stationary. 

year 185!) has witnessed some important 
changes in Asia. ‘The Indian mutiny has been 
outwardly quelled. A change in the form—)ut 
no change in thiubstance—of the British Goy- 
ernment in India has taken place, and a chronic 
financial crisis has sueceeded to the war. Fresh 
changes, involving some reduction of the enor- 
mous expenditure now thrown on the Govern- 
ment, are imperative. China has again thrown 
down the gauntlet to the civilized world, and a 
new war is commencing, with no great prospect 
of practical results. Expcricnce shows that our 
treaties both with China and Japan can not be 
trusted beyond the range of British or American 
cannon. Nothing short of the armed occupa- 
tion of commanding points in China seems 
likely to secure a safe intercourse with the peo- 
ple of that empire. 

South America is, as usual, a prey to rey- 
olution. Paraguay has made nominal amends 
for her outrages on our citizens, and is ready 
to repeat the misdeed on the first opportunity. 
War and revolution rage at Buenos Ayres, in 
Pera, in Venezuela, New Granada, and [o- 
livia. Brazil alone pursues a tranquil course 
of prosperous commerce. Mexico continues to 
be the prey of banditti—now under tlic banner 
of the Church, now under that of tlie Liberals; 
several United States citizens have been mas- 
sacred with impunity, and at the time we write 
a final solution of the difficulty seems as distant 
as ever. Nicaragua sinks into insignificance, 
and keeps the transit route closed. Canada 
pursues a peaceful career, increasing yearly in 
population and wealth. 

- Commerce, during 1859, has slowly recovered 
from the crisis of 1857. ‘The year 1858 was one 
of liquidation; 1859 witnessed the beginning of 
reconstruction. But for the Italian war, which 
checked all mercantile operations, the work 
would have now been far advanced; as it is, 
until within a few weeks capitalists rave been 
timid, money has been cheap at all the financial 
centres, and very few new enterprises have been 
undertaken. As a general rule, all branches 
of trade have been dull both in England and in 
the United States. Over-importations deprived 
many of our foreign merchants of their usual 
profits on their dealings last fall; the prospect 
is fair for still more serious losses from the same 
cause next spring. Should the mercantile world 
enjoy another year of tranquillity, and no check 
to commerce arise from financial mistakes on 
the part of banks and other-moneyed institu- 
tions, 1860 will leave us well prepared for a 
period of great commercial activity. Thank 
Providence, the crops of 1859, both North and 
South, were unusually bountiful ; both cotton 
and breadstuffs are abundant, and command 
prices which remunerate the growers handsome- 
ly. With this basis to go upon, our commercial 
future would be sure were the banks and the 
importers kept within the bounds of moderation. 


often evinced by politicians. 
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THI LATE WON. THEODORE 
SELGWICK. 

WE were in hopes that we should have been able 
to present our readers with a portrait of the late 
Hon. Théddore Sedgwick, who was for along pe- 
riod a co-Riborer of ours in this journal. But nei- 
ther Mr. Sedewick’s family nor his friends possess 
any likeness of the deceased; to the best of our be- 
lief no authentic portrait of him is in existence. 
Not many months since we requested Mr. Sedg- 
wick to have his likeness taken for our use. He 
laughingly refused, declaring that we should never 
publish him with his consent. His modesty pre- 
vented other friends from obtaining the same favor. 

It only remains for us at this late day to state 
briefly, that the late Theodore Sedgwick was born 
at Albany in 1811. His father was a lawyer of 
eminence; his grandfather was the famous Chief 
Justice Sedgwick of Massachusetts, who was at 
one time Speaker of the Ilouse of Representatives, 
and subsequently a Judge of the United Siates Su- 
preme Court. ‘They were a race of lawyers, all 
clear-headed, quick-minded, and gifted with natu- 
ral eloquence. 

Shortly after Mr. Scdiwick Lad attained his ma- 
jority he went to Parisas Secretary of Legation un- 
der Mr. Livingston/ There he enjoyed the society 


of many of the besf men of the day, and contract-° 


el many friendships which lasted throughout his 


lif With the grent De Tocqueville, among oth- 
ers, he was closely Intimate; they corresponded 


retularly; and after De Tocqueville had retired 
from oflice, Mr. Sedgwick was one of the few per- 
sons to whom he contiled his melancholy forebod- 
ing with re card to the future of France. -He was 
li.ewise weleomed into the best society in En- 
sland; with Lord Brougham, Lord Campbell, and 
other leaders of the Pritish bar he was on terms of 
delicshtful intimacy. No American was ever more 
thoroughly appreciated abroad than Mr. Sedgwick. 

On his return to this country he commenced 


the practice of the law in this city, and soon se- 


cured_a large and lucrative practice. Inthe midst 
of it, he indulged his literary aptitudes by writing 
freely for the press, and by composing two legal 


works **On the Measure of Damages” and on 


* Constitutional and Statutory Law.” These lat- 
ter were eminently successful, and are now text- 
Looks, not only in this country but in England 
likewise. On the political questions of the day he 
wrote copiously, and with his usual force in the 
Post, and subsequently im arper’s Weekly. 
ile was in politics a conservative, or National 
Democrat, but with none of the party bitterness so 
lie counted among 
his intimate friends miany members of the Repub- 
lican party; perhaps, of all the appointments made 
by Mr. Buchanan in this section none was more 
poplar with all parties than that of Mr. Sedgwick 
to the United States District Attorneyship. He 
took a lively interest in every movement which 
had for its o!ject the development of civilization ; 
he was, as is known, President of the New York 
Crystal Palace, and took a prominent part in many 
other similar undertakings. 

If we were to seck to characterize his political 
system by a single epithet, we should say it was 
practica!, Ie was a practical man—trained and 
bred in the practical school, and always ready to 
forego abstract theories for the sake of practical re- 
sults. Ile believed that all human governments 
and all social compacts were essentially compro- 
mises; and that an attempt to build up a society 
or a nation on an abstract inflexibie doctrinal basis 
eould not but result in despotism and revolution. 
Iience his course on the great controversy which 
rages in this country: a course which, while it ex- 
posed him to the malignant abuse of extremists, 
won for him golden opinions from conservatives on 
all sides, Nothing annoyed him more than the 
senseless abuse of political opponents which used 
to fill the columns of the Washington Union under 
the Pierce Administration. ‘‘ Such a paper,” he 
used to say, ‘is a nuisance and a disgrace to the 


party.” 

Ile was devotedly attired to his profession, 
which he regarded as the first in the world. But 
the election of judges filled him with disgust, and 
he labored faithfully and energetically to have the 
system altered. Of his rivals at the bar he al- 
ways spoke with appreoiative kindness; no one 
admired the great efiorts of O’Conor, Van Buren, 
Field, brady,or Noyes more heartily than he. His 
own legal abilities were good, though, latterly, ill- 
health, other pursuits, and a love of leisure ren- 
dered him more indifferent to practice than he had 
Leen at an earlier age. _ 

Ile was emphatically a gentleman, in the old 
sense of the term. He loved the society of the 
refined, the educated, and the gentle. The tricks 
unt frauds of politics he shrank from with horror. 
No party convention ever saw him bow the knee, 
or conceal his sentiments, or adopt a subterfuge, 
or hide his loathing of ruffianism and profligacy. 
Kind and gentle to all, he knew no distinctions of 
race or faith; but, as might have been expected 
of a Sedgwick, he chose his own society, and chose 
it well. 

For many months he may have foreseen his im- 
pending doom, The death of his wife, who was 
taken from him a couple of years since, affected 
him very severely. He was subject to attacks 
of that most terrible disease—neuralgia—and for 
sone months before he died was incapacited from 
attending to business. Not many weeks since 
he called on us, and laughingly observed that he 

ame to make a contract to correspond for //ar- 
per’s Weekly in Europe, as he must go abroad if he 
wanted to save his life. His last composition for 
the public eye appeared in this journal. We have 
lost in him a most gifted and conscientious co-la- 
borer, and a powerful and vigorous writer. 

Mr. Sedgwick died at Stockbridge, Massachu- 
setts, at the old seat of his family, on 8th Decem- 
ber, 1859. His decease has been noticed by all 
the courts in the city; his memory will be cher- 
ished as long as honesty, gentleness, and man- 
hood are esteemed among the members of the Dar, 


THES LOUNGE. 


NEW YEAR. 

A narPy New Year! A happy New Year! And 
certainly the newest year ought to be the happiest 
of all years. And, with equal certainty, reckon. 
ing by the number of years, the world ought by 
this time to be a pretty happy old world. It hay 
lived so long, and seen so much, and suffered s¢ 
much! ‘Truly, if there be any virtue in life, if i, 
be not altogether weariness and vexation of spirit, 
the world ought by this time to have discovered 
the secret of happiness. 

The world, what is it? Only youand me and a 
billion more. The world, of which we talk so light- 
ly, as if it were a distinct something outside of us, 
is only something of which we are the constituent 
parts. When we zre all wise, the world is wise. 
When we are all happy, the world is happy. So 


| if it be not a happy old world, whose fault is it? 


If it have not yet discovered the secret of happi- 
ness, who is to blame? 

A happy New Year! Yes, and it falls on Sun- 
day this time—a double holiday. And in the seat 
where, perhaps, you best love to sit; from the 
tongue, to which, perhaps, you best love to listen, 
you will hear the golden words, that it is you who 
carry the secret of happiness in your own con- 
science. 

The world is never to blame; it is only our- 
selves. If we fail, it is because we mistook suc-: 
cess, If we donot succeed, it is because we looked 
for something outside instead of inside. Success 
is not what we externally get, but what we intern- 
ally gain. 

Let every man mend himself and the world will 
be mended. That will be a happy New Year all 
round ! 


FREE SPEECH. 

IN a country without an army of any import- 
ance the reliance of public security must be upon 
the sense cf law. And it fortunately happens that, 
as a people, we have a stronger feeling. a surer in- 
stinct, for law than any other. For, after all, peo- 
ple put their lives in danger only for some: very 
sufficient reasons. Of course when they are ex- 
cited there is no reason at all; but even then a 
firm, armed opposition in the interest of order and 
law is extremely calming. 

In many a foreign city a mob is dangerous, be- 
cause the individuals who compose it have as much, 
or rather more, to gain by social subversion er 
confusion than they have by letting things stay as 
they are. . They are fighting for something that 
really concerns their own welfare. But nobody 
fights very hard for an abstraction, except the 
very few choice heroes in history. Nobody fights 
very hard because he is hired to do it by other 
people, who think that their interests are affected 
in some why. 

Our system of things provides a safety-valve of 
popular indignation in free speech. The right of 
the people peaceably to assemble and discuss their 
grievances is a right claimed by great practical 
good sense, as well as by political sagacity. If 
people can talk they always feel better. An over- 
charged pipe is always relieved by spouting. 

And of cou~:e the first effort of despotism is the 
suppression of free speech. The old Colonial Gov- 
ernors of Virginia used to try it; and in doing it 
they lighted the matches which touched off the 

fevolution. Grand old Patrick Henry used to 
thunder and lighten, down in Virginia, until the 
flash and report were heard and seen over the sea. 
You remember the famous scene in the House of 
Burgesses. ‘The orator was swinging along upon 
the great surges of his eloquence, reminding the 
members and the King’s Majesty of Cesar, of 
Cromwell, and of their fate. ‘*‘And George the 
Third—”’ saidhe. ‘ Treason! treason! Mr. Speak- 
er,” cried a hundred voices. The orator waited 
until they had done. ‘‘ And George the Third 
may profit by theirexample. If that be treason, 
make the most of it!” cried the triumphant orator. 

Ii’s a very old story, but a very good one, for it 
was just the free speech of Patrick Henry in Vir- 
ginia, and James Otis in New England—of the Sons 
of Liberty in New York—of the Mecklenberg Con- 
vention in North Carolina, and of the Darien Com- 
mittee in Georgia, that inspired the Revolution. 
Could all those mouths have been closed, the Rev- 
olution would have been incalculably delayed. 

With our general intelligence, and the universal 
habit of considering and debating every great 
question, the right of free speech is unavoidably 
conceded. A inan may be a fool, and a fanatic, 
and a madman—but let him speak. It is a great 
deal better to know what he thinks and means, by 
his saying it, than by his acting it. The men who 
talk are only indirectly dangerous. It is the men 
who do who are the ones to be immediately feared. 

Moreover the men“who talk are they who be- 
lieve mainly in moral, and not in material, influ- 
ences. ‘They are the men who, by moulding pub- 
lic opinion, prevent a recourse to violence. Abuse 
of speech, as of the press—indiscretion, folly—there 
will be, of course, because men are men. But no 
abuse of speech can be so bad as its repression. - 
Look at Austria, Lombardy, Spain! 


— 


RAILROAD MANNERS, 

ZoROASTER wishes to know whether it is not 
the duty of a conductor of a railroad train to keep 
order among the passengers—and whether he ought 
to allow a party of men to sit playing cards and 
shouting and screaming with laughter, when in- 
valid women and children may be sitting in the 
same car. 

Certainly the conductor ought to have that pow- 
er, and he ought to exercise it. There seems to 
be no objection to a party of people playing cards 
in the car ifthey want to. But their loud laugh- 
ing and shouting is an undoubted nuisance. If 
people are not allowed to smoke tobacco in the car, 
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shey certainly should not be sufiered to be up- 

Perhaps all these little inconveniences and dif- 
ferences of sense of what is fair in a public car- 
riage will gradually lead railroad companies to al- 
iow the passengers’ money to buy the same choice 
which it buys in every thing else;“so that if a 
party of friends or relatives wish to sit together 
and travel by themselves, without trailing their 
garments in good neighbor Budger’s saliva, or 
losing their seats when they step out for a glass 
of water, the} may do so without being necessar- 
ily considered purse-proud aristocrats. 


PARTING. 

Ou! was I born in some wild year, 
Which gives prophetic power, 
That I so long should feel and fear 

The coming of this hour? 


I knew such jey would flow to me 
As ne“‘er might be again; 

i knew that Love's intensity 
Would bring me deadly pain. 


All night the sea with weary roar 
Told of its yearnings deep; 

All night I saw him pace the shore, 
Iie could not rest or sleep. 


My heart prayed all the holy night, 
Although my lips were dumb; 

I feared to greet the morning light, 
I knew my hour was come. 


In the broad day we calmly met, 
Wan with our vigils sad; e 

Their solemn spell oppressed us yet, 
Where all was gay and glad. 


We could not part with idle jest, 
With manner light and frank, 
When life within was wild unrest, 

And life without, a blank. 


We gave one moment, and the last, 
A silent prayer to pray— 

To consecrate the sacred past, 
That sighed its life away. 


One glance those features to retrace 
Those smiles which once it wore,’ 
Then covered up the sweet, dead face 
With reverence once more. 
O. NIGHTINGALE. 
NIGHTINGALE Hovss, Vov., 1859. 


WOMEN AND WORK. 


A sussect which has excited a great deal of 
discussion, and which the laws of the various States 
are constantly recognizing more and more, has just 
received most thoughtful treatment, and therefore 
a treatment full of practical good sense, in a small 
handsome volume of only 184 pages, by Mrs. Dall, 
published by Walker, Wise, & Co., in Boston. 

The question is not treated by her in the manner 
of the Woman’s Rights Conventions, that is by 
declamation and appeals; but by a calm presenta- 
tion of copious facts, based upon very careful study 
and observation. She invokes no other charity 
than that of thought. She is willing to allow for 
the pressure of habit and adverse taste. But start- 
ing from the fact, which is beyond den‘ 1], that most 
women in the world have to support themselves, 
and that at least half of the hard work is done by 
them, she insists that what is wanting is not so 
much money to help the needy—whether men or 
women—but thought to enable them to help them- 
selves. She shows from Dr. Sanger’s terrible book 
of New York misery, and Mayhew’s Statistics in 
London, and Duchatelet, and other competent au- 
thorities, that the few avenues of employment open 
to woman force upon her the awful problem of 
Death or Dishonor: and then meeting the question 
boldly whether women are not poorly paid because 
they are poor workers, she shows quite clearly that 


Qthe difficulty lics in a want of respect for women 


as workers, based upon other considerations than 
their industrial ability—and then a jealousy of 
them on the part of other laborers. 

By showing what women have done, and what 
they are now doing, she reminds us how many 
spheres might yet be opened to them, and goes 
bravely into enumeration and detail: nor does she 
forget to allude to the moral amelicration of affairs 
that would ensue upon a more general participa- 
tion of women in the higher work of the world. 
The book concludes with some practical plans by 
which the young women of a happier fortune in 
life, and who are constantly asking what they can 
do in the matter, may find something to do. The 
whole work is prepared in the most earnest, prac- 
tical, intelligent spirit. She does not forget that 
in the order of nature there are peculiar cares that 
fall upon women. But she does not also forget— 
what is so universally forgotten—that upon most 
women, whether mothers or not, the necessity of 
laber is heavily laid. ‘Plenty of employments 
are open to them,” she says, ‘‘ but all are under- 
paid.” And she believes that they will always be 
underpaid until women of the higher classes, by 
engaging in some kind of work, create a respect for 


women’s labor: and women of the higher classes } 


never will do this until ‘* American men feel what 
all American men profess—a proper respect for la- 
bor as God’s own demand upon every human soul.” 
The spirit of this little book is so candid, its tone 
is so earnest, and it is so interesting with curious 
facts and comparisons, that it properly challenges 
the consideration of all thoughtful men and women. 
Whether you agree, or whether you differ, you-will 
hardly deny, when you have read it, that this is 
the way in which the question is to be discussed. 


MOB-LAW. 


Tus is dangerous law because it is double-edged. 
18 a sword that can cut both ways. When 


It 


people are much interested in a question, and di- 
vided into two parties, they will naturally be impa- 
hent of each other; but whichever throws the first 
brick is responsible for all the bricks thrown. /A’s 


head is breken to-day, but B’s turn comes to-mor- 
row. 


If there are not two parties but oaly one man 
acainst a crowd, then the cro..d carry it, of course. 
They break a head, but they build a party. For, 
say what you will, there is an instinct of fair play. 
If a big dog picks on a little one, every honest fel- 
low helps the little one all he can; and if a man 


gets his head broken for saying what he honestly 


thinks, the same honest fellow instinctively says, 
‘‘ The man’s a fool, but he has as good a right to 
think his thoughts and say them as any body else.” 

But, you ask, will a wise, patriotic man provoke 
a mob? 

Not if he can honestly help it. Lut to retire 
before the threat of a mob, what is that but to sur- 
render the right of free speech, which in lis par- 
ticular case may Le of no importance at all, but 
which as a principle is inestimable. What Mr. 
Jones thinks of any subject is probally indifferent 
to every body but Mrs, Jones and his family. Dut 
Jones is a citizen, and the first right of all citizens 
is to discuss all public matters: and if a mob say 
to Jones, ‘* We don’t care any thing about you, | 
we won't let you say what you think,” then they 
do not threaten Jones, who is nobody, so much as 
the whole community, which is every body;  iie- 
cause if little Jones shall not say what he thinks, 
the mob will say, to-morrow, to that great man, 
Smith, that he sha’n’t say what he thinks. And 
then where are you ? 

Where ? 

In a reign of terror. 

Read Dickens’s “Tale of Two Cities,” and you 
will see precisely where you are. Instead of a 
tyrant, who is a serpent with one head, you have 
a tyrant who is a hydra—a serpent of many heads. 
And it is only a question of time when those heads 
shall be cut off. The French reign of terror was 
only a mob en permanence, and ruled until a benefi- 
cent despot changed the form of tyranny. 


re 
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THE LOUNGER’S LETTER-BOX. 
—E. M.S. The tribute to Irving is affectionate, but 
not suited for the Lounger. 


—OscroLe. Washington Irving was never married. 
Both Mr. Everett and Mr. Bancroft, in their remarks 
upon occasion of his death, allude to an early disap- 
pointment. Irving was engaged to be married, and the 
lady died. In his “ Newstead Abbey” he speaks of by- 
ron and Mary Chaworth, and says that an early and un- 
fortunate attachment, however grievous it may be to the 
man, is of inestimable advantage to the poct. It is an 
unfailing well of sweet and bitter fancies, 

Woman in White’’ is not the ** Queen of Hearts.” 
They are both by Wilkie Collins, who is also the author 
of ** Basil,” Antonina,’’ and ** The Dead SecKt.” 


—KNUCKLE DAnsTER begs us to add a ‘“*marble col- 
umn” to the Weekly on the grounds follawingy to wit— 
that is to say: 

‘* First. It is an active and healthy amusement. 

** Second. It gives to the player, without a formula of 
names, a clearer perception and intuitive knowledge of 
curves, angles, distances, and results of two bodies (mar- 
bles, for instance), where one strikes the other with 
greater or less velocity, than they would be likely to ob- 
tain in any plainer manner. 

* Third, When playing for keeps, it gives an arithmet- 
ical exactness of loss and gain to boys who never learned 
their figures, 

‘* Fourth, In case of disagreement in points of play, it 
has a tendency to remove timidity in oratorical powers, 
and enlarges the lungs.” 


—EUGENEisina dilemma. He loved—perhaps loves— 
alady. She loved him, and was to have his daguerreo- 
type. He promised it; but she has cooled. Must he 
keep his promise? Eugene, say to her, with the d in 
your hand, not in your eye, ‘‘If you wish this, as you 
did when I promised it, the picture and the original are 
both yours. If not, not."’ You needn't use those very 
words; but you will find that the two little nots at the 
end will untie the great knot of the difliculty. 


E.N. P. The Lounger’s hearty thanks for the verses, 
but they are not quite the thing. 


—WiuGGLrswortn asks what is the meaning of the 
proverb ‘*Ifobson’s choice; that or none.” - Thomas 
Ifobson, who drove a job-wagon between Cambridge, in 
England, and London, was born in 1544. He was a 
shrewd, honest man who made money; and sceing that 
students were fond of riding and driving he invested 
money in horse-flesh, and is said to have been the first 
man in England who ever let out hackney horses. Ie 
had forty always ready: but as there was no rival he did 
as he chose; and it was the rule of the stable that who- 
ever came must take the horse next the door. Hence 
‘**this or none."’ Wigglesworth will find an interesting 
account of Hobson in Marson’s * Life of Milton.” Hob- 
s0n was an old man of eighty when Milton went to Cam- 
bridge. 


Entered according to Act of Congress, in the Year 1959, 
by Harper & Brothers, in the Clerk's Office of the Dis- 
trict Court for the Southern District of New York. 


TRUMPS. 


BY GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS. 


CHAPTER XC. 
WRITING A NAME. 


Newt's black eyes glared as he ran 
down the steps of Hope Wayne’s house. He 
saw nothing, he heard nothing in the street: he 
was only conscious of one vast resolve of venge- 
ance. Upon whom? For what? 

He had been busy enough during the night 
hours of many months practicing and perfecting 
his skill. The first lesson he had given himself 
somehow afforded him a deep and terrible sat- 
isfaction. For the first time in his life he 
seemed to-himself to have an object, and one 
that could be pursued with all the ardor of his 
soul. Business, society, dissipation, had wearied 
while they amused and occupied. There wasa 
sense of latent rust all the time; a feeling that 
his real capacity wasimmured. He was vaguely 
conscious that his talent was a steam-engine 
turning achild’s wind-mill. As yet it was power 
without an adequate purpose. 

Disaster conspired with ennui, disappoint- 
ment, suspicion, and consequent hatred, to give 
him an object. From the night when he sat 
shrouded in absolute privacy, writing his uncle’s 
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A LOST LOVE. 


So fair, and yet so desolate ; 
So wan, and yet so young; 
Oh, there is grief too deep for tears, 
Too seal’d for tell-tale tongue! 
With a faded floweret in her hand, 
Poor little hand, so white! 
And dim blue eye, from her casement high 
She looks upon the night. 


Only a little rosebud— 
Only a simple flower— 
But it blooms no more as it seem’d to bloom 
Through many a lone, lone hour. 
As they float from her fever’d touch away, 
The petals wither’d and brown, ; 
All the hopes she deem’d too bright to be dream’d 
Sink trembling and fluttering down. 


It needs no hush of the Present 
To call back the sweet calm Past; 
The lightest summer murmuring 
May be heard through the wintry blast ; 
And the wind is rough with sob and with sough 
To-night upon gable and tree, 
Till the bare elms wail like spectres pale, 
And the pines like a passionate sea. 


But she thinks of a dreamy twilight 
On the garden walk below, 

Of the laurels whispering in their sleep, 
And the white rose in full blow. 


The eatly moon had sunk away 
Like some pale queen, to die 

In the costly shtoud of an opal cloud 
To the June air’s tremulous sigh. 


All, all too freshly real ; 
The soft subdued eclipse, 
Hand in hand, and heart in heart, 
And the thrill of the wedded lips; 
Those tender memories, how they flush 
Pale cheek and brow again, 
Though heart be changed, and lip estranged, 
That swore such loving then! 


Tis but the old, old story 
Sung so often in vain; 
For man all the freedom of passion, 
For woman the calm and éhe pain. 
Tell it the soul whose grief is read 
In the poor, pale suffering face, 
It will still cling on to a love that is gone 
With the warmth of its first embrace. 


Oh, ’tis well for the careless spirit 
To weave the web of rhyme, 
And prison the idle memories 
That float on the breath of time 3’ 
But better for many an aching heart, . 
If ever it might be so, 
To forget, to forget the light that has set, 
And the dreams of long ago. 


name, he had plunged down a more precipitous 
descent of dissipation and desperation. 

Hope Wayne had been impressed with this, 
not knowing how or why. ‘Through her heart 
there swept sometimes a keen yearning of pity, 
like a half-muffled cry of despair across a bright 
placid day. She remembered that in all his 
career, so far as she knew it, there had seemed 
to be no holds for him as he dashed along. 
Like a victim slipping off a cliff, who can clutch 
no shrub, nor even seize the ground; like a man 
swept along a freshet, who can touch nothing 
but the raging stream, so he seemed to her 
wildly drifting from the beginning; no friendly 
hand, or heart, or voice outstretched to him, 
like a green bough, to grasp and swing himself 
to shore. 

Why he more than another? What hadGa- 
bricl more than Abel? What had Lawrence? 

She answered her own questions as she asked 
them; for she knew the Bennet home, and now 
she knew that Lawrence Newt had always car- 
ried in his heart a pure image and memory, like 
a heaven-lighted Jamp burning in a shrine. In 
her chamber as she thought and prayed, so she 
wept for Abel Newt. With her old friend Mrs. 
Simcoe she talked and wondered and planned 
and -despaired to help him. Her old friend 
stimulated every effort; for she said to herself 
that Hope’s ardor for Abel was only the inver- 
sion of her own deep disappointment; and that 
she conquered her own grief by intently study- 
ing the tragedy of another. “ It will divert her 
mind, poor child. It will keep her heart from 
breaking.” 

At length Abel was satisfied with: his own 
skill. 


Lawrence’s name so perfectly that even his P 


uncle himself might be deceived. It was the 
night after his interview with Hope that he sat 
exultingly and fiercely covering sheet after sheet | 
of paper with the exact signature of Lawrence 
Newt. 

‘*'There is the key to my fortune,” he mut- 
tered, as he rose and walked in his room. 
‘That little line of ink opens youf strong cof- 
fers, Lawrence Newt. ‘That charfM makes me 
your master. Now your insolent morality and 
domineering goodness shall be paihoff. I am 
your master, Sir; your master, and through you 
the master of the woman wi:ose pr&le scorns 
and tramples me. ‘Men like you are not born 
to fail,’” he said, remembering Belch’s note. 

‘* And, after all, it is only a game,” he re- 
sumed, still moving about his room, and open- 
ing and shutting his hand rapidly. ‘ Every 


| 


body plays; and the devil take the hindmost. 
My dear Uncle Lawrence plays with his agents ; 
and they with their dependents, and so on to the 


' man who grows the stuff from which the goods 


are made. Father was right enough at bottom. 


_ It’s all one whether a man is cheated one way 


or another. Lawrence Newt’s money is not 
mine. But, good Heaven! is a customer's mon- 
ey mine, any more, to whom I sell poor goods? 
It’s only another turn of the cards; another 
trick in the game. The knave is trumps.” 
Still his hands played, the fingers worked, he 
seated himself, and the argument went silently 


on. : 

The night deepened and darkened without. 
The clouds hung heavily, blotting out the stars. 
The wind that stole along the streets and round 
the corners of the city began to moan, and 
whisper, and wail, and rise and die in long, 
hollow murmurs. Still the minutes passed; and 
it began to swell and beat as if it had substance 
like a sea, and were submerging the earth. It 
stormed the windows and shook the casements 
and the blinds with rattling fury, and roared 
down the chimney, so that the smoke burst inte 
the room affrighted, and hovered in tremulous 
clouds along the ceiling, shrinking from the 
blast. The niglf€was in loud uproar, while the 
storm dashed and whirled and piled and drifted 
the snow that seethed, like foam, against the 
window, and completed the feeling of the sea. 

With the sound of the snow came a sense of 
profound retirement—of deserted streets—of 
blinded, belated travelers—of the whole world 
of life crouching and cof¥ering away into its va- 


' rious lairs and homes, andvat last a thought of 
He had succeeded in writing his Uncle ; utter solitude; as if life had ceased outside, and 


the very eye of eyes were forgetful and closed. 
Abel Newt sat in grim apathy; partly con- 
scious of the storm and of his own impressions, 
ut carefully following some argument in his 
fiuind of which he was as litile actively aware. 
Yet he rose, and going to the writing-table 
eated himself.again, and with a perfectly firm 
‘hand wrote something upon a slip of paper—and 
“upon the back he wrote the name of Lawrence 
Newt—so that Hope Wayne herself would have 
been deceived, and thought it his own signature, 
Then he wentquietly to bed. 


CHAPTER XCI. 
LOST IS FOUND. 
Tne guests arrived early at Lawrence New#s 


dinner. They were net many, and they knew 
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ject of their conver- 
sation, 


~ 


“MARTHA! YOU DID NOT COME TO ME” 


and loved each other. It was a whim of Law- 
rence’s to give dinners; to have them good, and 


_to ask only the people he wanted, and who he 


thought would enjoy themselves together. 

—*I was a long time in society,” he said to 
Wr:. Bennet as they stood by the fire, ‘* before 
I discovered that it was not society. There are 
a good many people who have not yet found it 
out.” 

Mrs. Bennet looked round the room and saw 
nll that were dearto her. But as her eyes fell 
upon Edward Wrnne talking earnestly to Ellen, 
the curious liieness of his face to that of her 
lost sister struck her so forcibly that she turned 
suddenly to her companion as if to ask a ques- 
tion. 

His eyes were following hers; his mind was 
wondering how to effect what he was resolved 
to do. | 

The party was not large, Mr. and Mrs. Ben- 
net, Gabriel, and May Newt; Edward and 


/Ellen; Amy Waring, Hope Wayne, and Arthur 


Merlin. 
In reply to Mrs. Bennet’s glance Lawrence 


eNewt looked so inquiringly that his companion, 


checking herself with equal suddenness, replied: 

** No, I didn’t say any thing. 

At the same moment Hope Warne was called 
out of the room. Amy Waring was talking 
with her, and looked very much perplexed when 
she heard the servant say that a lady wished to 
see Miss Warne. But she looked much more 


perplexed when, in a few moments, Hope re-— 


turned with Fanny Newt. ‘pe murmur of the 
foom was instantly hushed. Mav had told Ga- 
briel; and her tender fingers had dressed Fanny 
and prepared her for a scene to which she was 
so long unaccustomed. 

As Fanny entered there was the look of de- 
fiance in her eves, as if she had put it on out- 
side as an armor. But it melted and fell off 
when Lawrence came toler and shook her hand 
kindly and spoke a few words. Still she was 
silent and stitf. and looked on as if she were 
‘trying an experiment. 

“JT am clad Fanny is here,” said Mrs. Ben- 
net; ‘**I do like to see families united.” 

Yes,” replied Lawrence, with his eves fixed 
neon Edward—this time Mrs. Bennet following 
his; **for so often in the chances of life those 
who are separated and scattered, who are, in- 
‘leed, as if dead are alive again, and the lost are 
found.” 

As he spoke he turned his eves suddenly from 
Edward Wynne to Mrs. Bennet. They were 
evidently both thinking of the same thing. 

“Ye-," continued Lawrence Newt, answering 
& question which had not been asked, ‘‘I have 
erCnobserved it. It is a remarkable likeness.” 

They still looked at each other. Mrs. Ben- 
net's lip trembied. 

Does it seem to vou so very long ago that 
we used to play together, Lucia Darro?”’ he 
asked. 

** No, and vet I have lived a life since then,” 
she answere!, and stopped as if something were 
left unsaid. 

‘*So have we all,” he replied; and involun- 
tarily his eves wandered away to Amy War- 
ing. : 

And hers were fastened upon him, and could 
not turn away as his met them, but gazed at 
him with a frank calmness that brought the 
tearsgnto his, for he remembered Aunt Martha’s 
words which had never been silent in his mind 
sinee she spoke them but forever repeated them- 
selves in ceaseless music, “ Amy Waring loves 
you.” 

‘*How much,” he said, quietly, as he turned 
to Mrs. Bennet, “ Edward Wynne looks like 
your sister Martha!” 

It was the first time ** 
her sister’s: name ment: 
fur years. 


Bennet had heard 
by any stranger 
But Lawrence spoke as calmly and 


paturally as if Martha Darro had been the sub- . 


~ 


| Poor Martha !” 


Bennet, 
sadly, ‘‘How myste- 
rious it was!”’ 
Her husband saw 
her as she spoke, and 

he was so struck by 
the mournfulness of 
her face that he came 
quietly over. 

‘*What is it?’ he 
said, gently. 

‘* For my son who 
was dead is alive 
again. He was lost 
and is found,” said 
Lawrence Newt, sol- 
emnly. 

Mrs. Bennet looked 
troubled, startled, al- 
most frightened. The 
words were full of sig- 
nificance, the tone was 
not to be mistaken. 
She looked at Law- 
rence Newt with in- 
credulous eagerness. 
He shook his head as- 
sentingly. 

* Alive ?” she gasp- 
ed rather than asked. 

“And weil,”, he 
continued. 

Mrs. Bennet closed 
her eyes in a silent 
prayer. A light so 
sweet stole over her 
matronly face that 
Lawrence Newt didy 


i 


not fear to say, 

“And near you; 
come with me!” 

They left the room together; and Amy War- 
ing, who had had her secret for the day as well 
as Hope Wayne, now rose, to Hope’s surprise, 
and followed her aunt from the room. 

The three stopped at the door of Lawrence 
Newt's study, 

‘‘ Your sister is here,” said he, and Amy and 
he remained outside while Mrs. Bennet entered 
the room. 

It was more than twenty years since they had 
met, and the clasped each ether silently and 
wept for a long time. 

** Martha!” 

Lucia!” | 

It was all they said; and wept again quietly. 

Aunt Martha was dressed in sober black. 
Iler face was *tery comely; for the hardness 
that came with\morbid zeal was mellowed, and 
the sadness of experience softened it. 

‘‘T have lived\not far from you, Lucia, all 
these long years.” 

“ Martha! and you did not come to me?” 

did not dare, Listen, Lucia. If a woman 
who had always gratified her love of admiration 
and gloried in the power of gratifying it—who 
conquered men and4loved to conquer them— 
who was 4 woman of Umgoverned will and in- 
domitable pride, should encounter—as how oft- 
en they do?—a man who utterly conquered her, 
and betrayed her through the very weakness 
that springs from pride, do you not see that 
such a woman would go near to insanity—as I 
have been—believing that I had committed the 
unpardonable sin, and that no punishment could 
be painful enough ?”’ 

Mrs. Bennet looked alarmed. 

‘*No, no; there is no reason,” said her sis- 
ter, observing it. 

‘‘The man came. I could not resist him. 
There was a form of marriage. I believed that 
it was I who had conquered. He left me; my 
child was born. I appealed to Lawrence Newt, 
our old friend and playmate. He promised me 
faithful secrecy, and through him the child was 
sent where Gabriel was at school. Then I with- 
drew from both. I thought it was the will of 
God. I felt myself commanded to a living death 
—ead to every friend and kinsman—dead to 
every thing but my degradation and its punish- 
ment; and yet consciously close to you, near to 
all old haunts and familiar faces—lost to them 
all—lost to my child—’’ Her voice faltered, and 
the tears gushed:from her eves. ‘* But I per- 
severed. The old passionate pride was changed 
to a kind of religious frenzy. Lawrence Newt 
went and came to and from India. I was ut- 
terly lost. I knew that my child would never 
know me, for Lawrence had promised that he 
would not betray me; and, when I disappeared 
from his view, gradually came to consider me 
dead. Then Amy discovered me among the 
poor souls she visited, and, through Amy, Law- 
rence Newt; and by them I have been led out 
of the valley of the shadow of death, and see 
the blessed light of love once more.”’ 

She was entirely overcome, and bowed her 
head in uncontrollable emotion. 

‘‘ And yourson ?” said her sister, half-smiling 
through her sympathetic tears. 

‘Will be yours also, Amy tells me,” said 
Aunt Martha. ‘Thank God! thank God!’ 

‘‘Martha, who gave him his name?” asked 
Mrs. Bennet. 

Aunt Martha paused for a little while. Then 
she said: 

never knew who my—my—husband 
was ?” 

“JT remember—he never came to the house. 


| Well, I gave my child almost his father’s name. 


I called him Wynne; his father’s name was 
Wayne.” 
Mrs. Bennet clasped her hands in her lap. 
“‘Ifow wonderful! how wonderful!” was all 
she said. 


nobody. 


* About Aunt Martha? 


Lawrence Newt knocked at the door, and 
Amy and hecamein. There was sosweet and 
strange a light upon Amy’s face that Mrs. Ben- 
net looked at her in surprise. 
at Lawrence Newt; and he cheerfully returned 
her glance with that smiling, musing expression 
in his eyes that was utterly bewildering to Mrs. 
Bennet. She could only look at each of the 
persons before her, and repeat her last words: 

“‘ How wonderful! how wonderful!” 

Amy Waring, whv had not heard the pre- 
vious conversation, blushed as she heard her 
aunt speak, as if she had been alluding to some- 
thing in which Amy was particularly interested. 

‘‘Amy,” said Mrs. Bennet. 

Amy could scarcely raise her eves. There 
was an exquisite maidenly shyness overspread- 
ing her whole person. At length she looked 
the response she could not speak. 

‘** How could you ?” asked her aunt. 

Poor Amy was utterly unable to reply. 

‘*Coming and going in my house, my dearest 
friend, and yet hugying such a secret, and hold- 
ing your tongue. Oh Amy, Amy!’ 

These were the words of reproach, but the 
tone and look and impression of entire love and 
sympathy. Lawrence Newt looked calmly on. 

‘*Aunt Lucia, what could I do?” was all 
that Amy could say. 

‘* Well, well, I do not reproach you; I blame 
I am too giad and happy. It is too 
wonderful, wonderful !” 

There was a fullness and intensity of empha- 
sis in what she said that apparently made Amr 
suspect that she had not correctly understood 
her aunt’s intention. 

**Oh, you mean about Aunt Martha!” said 
Amy, with an air of relief and surprise. 

Lawrence Newt smiled. Mrs. Bennet turn- 
ed to Amy with a fresh look of inquiry. 

Of course about 
Aunt Martha. Why, Amy, what on earth did 
you suppose it was about ?” 

Again the overwhelming impossibility to re- 
ply. Mrs. Bennet was very curious. She 
looked at her sister Martha, who was smiling 
intelligently. Then at Lawrence Newt, who did 
not cease smiling, as if he were in no perplex- 
ity whatsoever. Then at Amy, who sat smiling 
at her through the tears that had gathered in 
the thoughtful womanly brown eves. 

‘* Let me speak,” said Lawrence Newt, quiet- 
Iv. ‘* Why should we not all be glad and happy 
with you? You have found a sister, Aunt 
Martha has found herself and a son, I have 
found a wife, and Amy a husband.” 

Before any body could speak there was an- 
other knock at the door. Lawrence opened it, 
and Edward Wynne and Ellen Bennet came in, 
with wondering eyes and smiles. The secret 
had been told to Edward some little time be- 
fore by the eager Ellen, who had obtained an 
express dispensation from Aunt Martha, Amy, 
and Lawrence Newt. 

They saw at a glance that every thing was 
revealed. 

**“Come,” said Edward, ‘‘do you mean to 
leave us without any dinner except our own 
curiosity? ‘There are as.hungry and as curious 
people as you ever saw in the dining-room. 
Won't you go and relieve them, Mr. Newt 7” 

‘**Wonderful! wonderful!” ejaculated Mrs. 
Bennet again, as the entrance of the blooming 
Ellen reminded her afresh of her happiness. 

They went into the room where they had left 
the guests; and the story was quietly told to 
Hope Wayne and the others. 

Hope and Edward looked at each other. 

** Little. Malacca!” she said, in a low tone, 
putting out her hand. © 

Sister Hope,’ said the young man, blushing, 
and his large eyes filling with tenderness. 

‘* And my sister, too,’’ whispered Ellen Ben- 
net, as she took Hope's other hand. 


CHAPTER XCII. 
REST. 


Hore Wayse re- 
turned to her house 
after the eventful din- 
ner. Mrs. Simcoe was 
sitting up waiting, 
and greeted her kind- 
ly. But she saw some 
trouble in Hope’s ere. 
She thought the strug- 
gle had beentoo much 
for her. But Hope 
was musing upon the 
strange chance which 
now called her to un- 
deceive her old friend 
as tenderly as she her- 
self had been unde- 
ceived by her. 

She threw off her’ 
cloak and stood by 
the side of Mrs. Sim- 
coe, holding her hand. 

‘* Aunty, let me see 
my father’s minia- 
ture.” 

It was the first time 
she had asked for it, 
and the older: woman 
carefully produced it. 

Hope Warne took it 
in her hands, while it 
still hung around her 
companion’s _neck. 
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She looked for a long 
time at the hand- 
some, heartless face, 
while all she knew of 
him passed slowly and 
vividly through her 
mind. 


Then she looked | 


‘*Let us be charitable, darling,” whispered 
Mrs. Simcoe, in return, with a trembling, ap- 
pealing pathos in her voice; ‘and I think,” 
she added, slowly, almost inaudibly, and with a 
supplicating deference—‘“ Yes, God help me, I 
think that he loved me.” 

Hope Wayne was silent. Must she, of all 
the world, say what must be said? Yet, if it 
must be said, how much better that loving lips 
should say it. an 

‘‘ Aunty, we are all so weak, whom can we 
trust but one?” 

There was something holy in her aspect as 
she said the words. Their foreshadowing mean- 
ing seemed to trickle into the very soul of her 
companion, who replied with bowed head and 
piteous voice: 

‘What is it, Hope—what is it?” 

Then Hope Wayne told her what she had 
learned about Aunt Martha and Edward Wynne. 
She told it as tenderly as a child consoles her 
stricken mother. ‘The very tone of her words 
was balm tothe wounds they made. And there 
was no resistance in the hearer. She sat stiil 
with the bowed head, and listened. . And, as 
she listened, she wondered if it were necessary 
to her perfect trial that the last hope and dream 
of lite should be torn away, and that the faith 
kept through long, silent years of martyrdom 
should be proved to be a delusion. 

Motionless, bent, and as if breathless, she sat 
While Hope spoke, and after she was still. Hope 
Wayne thought of the handsome, heartless face 
that had been the seeret of so many lives; and 
in the whirl of so many revelations she had 
scarcely time to remember her own disappoint- 
ments and griefs. 

After a long silence Mrs. Simcoe raised her 
head, and said, in a calm, untroubled voice: 


‘** Lord, I believe a rest remains! 


and repeated the whole of the familiar hymn. 

While she was saying it Hope watched her 
with some apprehension. But it was necdless. 
Mrs. “imcoe gently disengaged the locket from 
her neck, and held it while she was yet repeat- 
ing the words, and when she had said the last 
she looked tranquiliy at Hope. 

‘Every fibre of every root must be severed. 
I fear now as I look at this miniature, Hope, 
that I have worn it almost as a talisman. I 
have clung passionately—perhaps partly uncon- 
scious how strongly—to the image of a poor, 
weak man. I loved him while he lived. Since 
he died my life has been but a memory of him. 
I was deceived—”’ She stopped. The tranquil 
sadness of the tone brought the hot tears to 
Hope Wayne's eves. “Yes, I was deceived. 
But oh, Hope, he said, ‘So help me God!” 

She bowed her head upon Hope’s shoulder, 
and it seemed as if her frame would be rent by 
the convulsive sobs which burst from her. Hope 
soothed her as well as she was able; but the 
great torrent, the accumulated freshet of years 
must have its-way, and it was long before she 
was tranquil. Then she said, placing the min- 
iature in Hope’s hand, 

‘It is yours now, darling. Yon are his child. 
And I—I—only loved him.” 

There was no more sobbing, and her eyes 
were dry. 

‘*Come, Hope, dear, it is very late; let us go 
up.” 
They kissed each other and went up stairs. 
‘* Those wings are his tender promise. That 
rest is the peace of heaven,” whispered Hope, 
as Mrs. Simcoe stopped at the door of her room. 

‘*T remember, darling—and I believe.” 

With these words Mrs. Simcoe closed her door. 


THE MINIATURE, 
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| | “And you believed him?” she asked at 
Hope, it 1s your father.”’ 
| | ‘Yes, but I am mv mother’s daughter,” she 
He | | whispered, almost inaudibly, but with a meaning 
| | that Mrs. Simcoe instantly felt. She meant to 
| | | say she had but one parent. 
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DOMESTIC INTELLIGEN 


CONGRISSA, 

On Monday, bath citi tuber. in the Senate, the Vice- 
Presiden’ mater bitzypat was elecred 
President pro) cc. ve by 23 votes, 10 deine cas! for 
Senator Acclerk w ‘od to Seaator Ma- 
question were Inmate by Senators 
Browrn.—in the House, specebes on the saavery qnuen- 
tion were made by Messrs. singleton, Hickiaan, 
Curtis, and Logan. A vote for Speaker was then hed, 
resulting as follows: For Sheriaan, Bocock, So, 
Boteler, 21; Seattering, 12.0 Mir. Bocock then, after re- 


turning thanks to his friends, withdrew jis mame, and 
another vote was ha resulting: For Sherman, fl2; 


Boteler, 20; Bocock, 19; Miles Taylor, 12 > Pheips, 16; 


S.ttering, 42. A third vote was iad: For Sherinan, 

Boteler. 21: Barks 29: Bocock, 12; 3 ‘Tay 
lor. 0: Seatterine. 46. The ILouse then sdjour 


On Tuesday 2Och, in the Senate, the Ilome a Dill 
was introduced by Senator Jolin-on, read twiee, and re- 
ferred. Senatdr Harian moved that in puiry be made 
jnto the propri¢ty of authorizing the people of Utah and 
New Mexico to elect all thefr territorial oticials, Po-t- 
poned till Monday next, Senator Green.-—--- 
In the liouse, Mr ‘Taylor vainly ath mpted to obtuln a 
pair for his collesgue. Mr. Landrum, detained at home 
by illness. Mr. Ilickman he yption of the 
plurality rale. | Spe eeches on the slavery ques tion were 
‘made by Messrs. Molran Jolin Cochrane, after 
which a vote for Speaker was had with this result: Por 
Wr. Sherman, 111: ‘ir. MeCleraan 21; Mr. Boteler, 395 


Mr. Barksdale, Jo; Seattering. 42. Another vote showed 
jor Mr. Sherman, 1L0; Mer. Dotcler, 45; Mr. MoClern: and, 
2>: Mr. Barksdale, 10° Scattering. 33. The third vote 


steol: For Mr. Sherman, 10); Mr. Boteler, 35; Mr. 
M‘Clernand, 23; Scattering, 43. Necessary to 2 choiee, 
11z. The House then adjo 

On Wednesday, ae in the Senats, Senator Iverson 
gave notice of a billto amend the Court of Claims Act, 
and of ano'ther.to the mode of appointing Wet 
Point Cadets, The’ standine committees were announced 
in executive session Senator Stidell introducca a bill 
appropriating money to facilitate: the acquisition of Cuba, 
Several bills wére introdueed by Senator Bayard. ‘The 
Senate then went. into exccu:ive session, and adjourned. 
— the the debate on the Ifelper book was 
resumed by Messrs. Davidson, Cobb, E:heridge, Clark, 
M'Clernand, : MM. ‘ris: Mr. Boteter having withdrawn 
his name as : catndidate for Sverker, nominating General 
Millson. a vote for Speaker was had, giving Mr. Sher- 
mam, 106; Mr. Miilson, 06; Mr. Gilmer,@. Mr. Ether- 
idge, 7; Mr. Davis, of Iniiana, 4: Seattering, 7  Nee- 
essary to a choice, 1lf The Llouse shortly after ad- 
journed, 

On Thursday, 22d, in the Senate, Senator. Lane mtro 
duced a bill to reimburse Or gon for the expenses of the 
Indian wars; Mr. Gwin broug p his Pacifie Railroad 

Ril of last sassion, Mr. Clay, his bill of last session to 
abrogate fishing bounties; Mr. Divisshis biil o:eanizing 
the Territory of Arizona ~ Other measures of minor im 
portance had been presented, when Mr. sSiideli 
resolution that when the Senate adjourn, it adjourn un 
til Tuesday, and that when it then adjourns, it shall be 
to the following Friday, and from that dayaga nto Pues- 
day, January 56.) The resolution, notwithstanding certain 
constitutional objections urged oy 
adopted. In the Ifouse, utter a desaltory disen-sion 
between the South Americans and the Democrats, the 
voting was resumed. The cigliteenth ballot stood> for 
Sherman, 95; for Millson, T95 or Gilmer, 5); for Davis, 
of Indiana, +: for Adrian, ! 33 seattcring, 6 Necessary to 
elect, 112. The nineteenth effort gave Sherman, 105; 
llson, 69; Gilmer, 21; seattering,26. The Mouse thea 
adjourned. 

WHY THE REPUSLICANS ARE SILENT. 

On Thursday, 22d, in reply to a motion fur an adjourn- 
ment over the holidays, Mr. Grow said: 

** Before any serious ¢tiort was made to organize the 
House, this discussion of the whole slavery question was 
forced upon us by the gentlemen who cry * No agitat ic yn 
of slavery.’ They baveeontinued the the it 
dav to this, while gentlemen upon this side of the House 
have sat with closed lips under the gr: et perve rsions 
of their doctrines ever attem: ted by men who claim to 
be fair-minded. We ask thatthe House should goon with 
its business. There are now about five millions of dollars 
due to honest creditors of the government—to men who 
have performed service under written cen'racts, and to 
whom the faith of the government was pledged; and 
now, when they have performed that service, and waited 
six months for their pay, you propose to go to your homes 
and leave these men to be bankrupt, because the govern- 
ment will not keepits faith with them. Weask that the 
plighted faith of the government shall be observed to all 
men, but above all to its just creditors, who have per- 
formed service under written contracts with it. 

* * * ot 
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** My friends have seen fit, in which I think they act 
wisely, to withhold from discussing questions at this 
time, and to ask that the House make a serious effort to 
organize by going to business ina proper néanner; that 
is, by voting for a Speaker, or receiving propositions for 
electing one. Let this be our business, and Ict these 
questions of polifical doctrines be discussed after the 
House has been organized, and vou have paid the credit- 
ors of the Government, who to-day stand on the very 
threshold of bankruptcy. 


* * * * 


‘*Now, I ask the friends with whom I co-operate, and 
I ask you, gentlemen, to do that which you have not yet 
attempted; that is, to. join in discharging those duties 
we came here to perform under the law of Congress. Let 
us unite in fulfilling the obligations of the oath we are 
under to the whole country, and to the meritorions class 
of men whom the faith of your government is pledged to 
protect and preserve from bankruptey, they having faith- 
fully performed their part of the contract. I have no 
authority for making the declaration, but I have heard it 
intimated that when the first day of January comes, if 
your goverment is not ready to comply with the condi- 
entered into by you for the trans- 
portation of the mails, and to pay down the five millions 

if doliars you owe the contractors, they will abandon your 
mail service. I say to you, then, if you choose, let the 
mail service of the tountry stop, rather than te go on 
upder the law of Congress’ and organize the House. 
Then take the responsibility upon your own shoulders; 
we have none of it with you. ©The country looks to you 
alone, and with you rest all the consequences. We take 
no part; we haye all along refrained from taking any 
part in this exciting, this useless discuss! on, which de- 
Jays the organization of the House. We will consent to 
no adjournment over the holidays for the convenience or 
the amusement of members, while the business of the 
country is delayed, and while the contractors for the 
performance of the public service are left unprovided 

GROW ON THE HELPER BOOK, 

‘“‘Now, if gentlemen are satisfied with advertising 
broadcast through the land this pamphlet, which they 
gay is so destructive to their peace and tranquillity—if 
they are satisfied to give a circulation to that pamphlet 
of thousands where it had scarcely a solitary one before— 


. then you have performed a work that the Black Repnb- 


lican committee of New York would thank you, and did 
indeed thank you, for. ‘That committee had tried for 
more than a year to get up a circulation for that pamph- 
let, and they faind to do so; but you, gentlemen, on that 
side, have: sed and circulated it throughout the 

length ang breadthef the land; and if it be as incen- 
diary as ypu say it issand if it be so calculated to dis- 
turb you # peace of mind—®y, almost to the destruction 
of your pesuwiiar insti — aid so destructive to the re- 
pose of the Union—then I te you emphatically thet you 
yourselves are responajble fer it, and for a}l that ha. oe- 
curred. We, on this sf? have given it no advertise- 
ment. We have not said its cireulation in thousapds. 

* ? 


“You stand here discussing hes a pamphlet a one 
hundred and twelve pages contains, and whether it is 
salculated to overthrow the Union. Is the © peace of the 


too numerous t 
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country to be disturbed, is this creat anid clorions Union 
to be overturned, Ly a printed padi hilet ef one hundred 
and twelve he { say, if so, this Union is not so strong 
as [ supposed it was, It can not be, if a miserable pam- 
phlet of one hundred and twelve pages of printed matter 


can disturb its tranquillity.” 
NEW TREATY WITH MEXICO. 

United States ship Brock’ arrived at New Or- 
Jeu st weck from Vera ©- uz “with Minister MeLare 
and famitv. and the treaty with the Juarez Government 

hi is ra d on the téth inst. This 
for right aya ross the Istiimns ot 
Tobtantepee. aud trom Arizona to the Gulf of Califor- 
stores by ti forced leans; religions free- 


dom: our right to protect the transit routes by foree. 
Mexico is to-reectvr material aid, in the shape of four 
million dollars. im compeusation for the release of duties, 
CORTINAS TORAY Ase LROWNSVILLE. 
Our dates from B.ownsvilie are to December 2. At 
that time Cortinas retained his position before the city, 
having intrenched himself, and mustered a force 
‘e think of attacking him. 
On the 2Uri ult., with a view to protecting the advance 
of reinforcements, the Rangers, with two pieces of ar 
tilleryv, lett the town with their two howitzers, and were 
aking their way through the ul, when they fell 
into an aubuseade of the enemy, and atter a desperate 
but hopeless tight were obliged to retreat, leaving many 
dead and wounded on the eld. Jt is stated that the 
troops of Cortinas massacred all w hom they captured. 


+ 


» besieged to 


AFFAIRS AT CHARLESTOWN, 

A telecram from Charlestown, dated December 21, 
says: military are daily leaving, as fast as the ril- 
road can carry them The Finecastle Guards 
leftthismorning. The military government will cease on 
Saturday, when Ge neral Taliaferro and his staté will de- 
part. ‘The restoration of the civil g vernment and civil 
rights will be t! ie oceasion of a grand jubiice amoung the 
people. 

* President Buchanan has addressed a note to Andrew 
IInunter, asking w “pb ther Stevens will be tried in the 
Unite d St ites Court or by the Virginia authorities. Ile 

was unable to give any definite answer, on account of th e@ 
refusal of Attorney Harding to enter a nolle proseqiti 


UNION MEETING AT NEW YORK, 

The Union mecting at the Academy of Mn-iec on Mon- 
day night was an immense demonstration of the conserva- 
tivesentiment of the metropolis, Not ouly was the eapa- 
cious building completely filled, but in the adjoining 
strects several meetings were organized, while martial 
music, the roar of artille ry; brilliant fire-works and blaz- 
ing boutires added interest to the occasion and impressive- 
ness to the seems. Speeches were wade by Charles 
O'Conor, Mayor ‘Tiemann, Washington Ilunt, James 5. 
Thayer, and Profes= or Mitechill, and letters were read 
from General W Id Scott, ex-Presidents Fillmore, 
Vin Uren, and acrer, aud otiecr distinguls shed Citize 5. 

VEVICAL STUDENTS GOING SOUTH. 
The whole nody of Southern medical students in the 
various eolle at Phila edie. to the number of three 
or four Luadred, last week resolvee co secede from the 


city of Brotherly Love, and bet: ke themselves to some 

Southern University Some of bem have aiready gone 
The So ‘rn studer of New York medic: 

schools asset do to deliberate upon the 


ty of 1 lola wit the ex of the frat er? in 
Aft at discussion, in whieh the 
Union semtitnent was greatly in the ascendant, a eall was 
made for the seceders to surround the chairman, when 
only fourteen, oft of three hundred and more, exhibited 
their wiiliogness to withdraw. 


PHEIR ARRIVAL AT RICHMOND, 

A dispatch dated Riehmond, Virginia, December 22, 
says. The medical students, on their arrival froin 
Vhiled were reecived by the Faculty and stn- 

hit he Medical College, the Governor's Guard, and 
Inmnense throne of citizens, The proeession march- 
ed to the Crovernor’s mansion, where an address was de- 
livered by Governor Wise. It thence proceeded to the 
College, where Professor Gihson made a speech, Din- 
ner was partaken of at the Columbian Hotel. There 
was great enthusiasin and wavil i Of handkerchiefs along 
the route.’ 


SURIAL OF TOHN 

The remains of John '.. Cook were interred last week, 
from the residence of Samuel L. Harris, Esq..in Will- 
iamsburgh. Several hundrea persons attended, of whom 
a large number, including many ladies, vaited in the 
rain uearly two hours tor an opportuiity to view the 
hody. This was afforded at the close of the services, 
The funeral address was delivered by Rev Mr Caldicott, 
who read two of Cook's final letters tc his wife and 
friends. No indorsement of Cook's act was expressed 
during thesceremonies, 


PERSONAL. 


The new French Minister to the United States, M. 
Theodore Mercier, was born in the year 1804, and was 
made Prefect of La Marthe and L’ Oise under the dynas- 
ty of July. In the year 1852 he was sent to the Corps 
Legislatif by the Department cf La Mayenne; as a can- 
didate of the Government. He is aiso an officer of the 
Legion of Honor. His father, Baron Jacques Mercier, 
the French deputy and politician, was born in 1776, and 
under the Empire was one of the richest manufacturers 
of L’Orne. Ie was Mayor and President of the Tribu. 
nal of Commerce at Alencon, and received the title of 
Baron from Napoleon. In 1S15 he was in the Chamber 
of Representatives. In 18_7 he was elected a Deputy, 
and constantly voted with tle advanced liberals: and in 
1850, having rallied to the paliev of Louis Philippe, he 
was defeated in the elections of 1834. Jle then re-entered 
the opposition, and was re-elected from 1837 to i*43 In 
1852 he aecepted the patronage of the Government in the 
district ef Alencon, and entered the Corps Legislatif. 
Baron Mercier is, like his son, an oiiicer of the Legion 
of Ilonor. 

The widow of the famous Morgan, of anti-Masonic no- 
toriety, is now a resident of the vicinity of Memphis, 
Tennessee. The Appeal, of that citg says: “she has 
been connected with Leath Orphan Asylum since her ad- 
vent here, and her labors in behalt of the poor and unfor- 
tunate will not soon be forgotten by the re C pient sof her 
favors."’ 


W Johnson, of Arkansas, in ak » the ed- 
itor of the Pine Bluff Jadepenedcant, reit 3 his fixed 
determination to retire from public position a r the clos 


of } t Senatorial term. 

Ex- sident Pierce intends to pass the winter at t] 
Islands. ‘The place has been réconimended by 
tic highest medical authority in Boston as ising, 
Ly its climate and other surroundings, beneficial results 
to the hvalth of Mrs. Pieree, which it is fom d can not 
bear the seventy of our winter in New England. dex 
Pieree propeses to spend a tew days at Iiartford, on 4 
visit-to his friend ex-Governor Seymour, of Connecticut 

Baron Solomon Rothschild is at the Clarendon Hotel 

By the steamer Vandertilf, from Havre, Sefior Dn 
Juan Bello, recently ap — d Charge d'Affaires at 
Washington for the republic of Chili, arrived in this 
city, with his family, and is now at the Clarendon Ho- 
te 1. Sefhor Bello has been for some time secretary of 
the Chilian Legation at Paris, and owes his diplomatic 
promotion to the ability he has displaved in the cervice 
of his Government. ile is yet comparatively a young 
man, and on his mother's side eprings from an excellent 
English family, combining thus the two races which pre- 
dominate on this ¢ontinent We believe Chili has nev- 
er before had a permanent representative in Washing- 
ton, but the rapidly growing trade and intercourse-be- 
tween the two countries have made the establishment of 
a legation there a necessity. Schor Bello will proceed to 
W ashington in a @w days 

Hon. John A. Gilmer, the standard-bearer of the Sonth 
Americans in Congress, is a North Carolinian. Je lives 
in Greensborough, is a lawyer, and was a State Senetor 
for ten years previous to his election to Congress in 1557, 

Professor Scdgwick, of London, has received a com- 
munication fiom Dr, Livingstone, dated, * River Zam- 
Last May 27."" Dr, Livingstone reports the 


ai scovery of a real highland lake region, where the in- 
ite cotton very exten: ively, while, he 
cai “every one spins and weaves it.’ 

Rev. DP. D. Gurley, D.D., who has just been elected 
Cliamain to the Senate, is the highly esteemed pastor 
of the New York Avenue Gate F street) Presbyterian 
Church, of which President Duchauan is a very regular 


FOREIGN NEWS 
ENGLAND. 
A LETTER FROM NAPOLEON TO BRITISH MEDN- 
CHANTS. 

Tim following translation of a letter addressed by M. 
Mocquard, in the name of the Emperor of the French, 
to four merchants of Liverpool, who had written to Na- 
poleon III., inquiring his intentions in reference to En- 
gland, has been published: 

*PaLace OF THE Norember 50. 
“To Messrs. Shaw, Melliz, Irving, and Llackwell, mer- 
chants at Liverpool: 

have addressed yourselves direct 
to the Emperor, te know what were his intentions as re- 
gards England. Grea fear or great confidence alone 
could explain this ste On the one side-you are pos- 
sessed by the imaginary trouLle which appears to have 
seized your country with the rapidity of an epidemic, 
and, on the ether, you reckon onthe loyalty of him from 
whoin you desire a reply. It was, however, easy for you 
yourselves to give it, if you had calhhnly examined the 
true canse of Yourapprehensions, ‘That cause you would 
have found only it all those rumors created among your 
fellow-countrymen, for the obstinate propagation of the 
most chimerical of alarms; because, until now, under 
whatever circumstances, there has not been a word or act 
of the Emperor which — i permit a doubt of his senti- 
mcnts, and, consequently, f his intentions toward your 
country. Ifis conduet, " invarial ly the same, has not 
ceased for one moment to show him as a faitgful and ir- 
reproachable ally That whieh he has beet he will (I 
ceclare it to you in his name) continue to be—witness 
again to-day the approaching community of perils, to be 
shared at a great distance by your soldiers and ours. 

* Thus, henceforth, fully reassured, oppose an error 
too much spread. Great nations should appreciate, but 
not fear each other. Receive, gentlemen, the expression 
of iny distinguishe sentiments, 

‘The Secretary of the Emperor, 
“Che du abinet, 
MOU QUARD.” 


WHAT TIE PRESS SAY OF IT, 

A Liverpool correspondent of the Manchesi®r Guardian 
writes thus on the 4h inst. 

*Noethirg definite transpired on Saturday relating to 
the correspondence between four gentlemen in Live: pool 
and the Emperor of the French, It is stated, howe a 

hat the letter in question was written by the four gentle- 

men while enjoving the pleasures ef a ‘fell board’ one 
evening about a fortnight sinee. | Nothine serieus was 
dreamedwt; the letter was posted, but a reply was never 
anticipated, A copy was not even Kept, and the whole 
mnatter was looked upon as a good joke. The conduet 
of the writers of the letter to the E::peror was met by a 
hearty denunciation by nen rly all the local papers.” 

The London Jost of the G:h inst. remaiks on the Ictter 
writers: 

** Tell him to be ‘*d—d" in civil French! was the 
Duke of Wellington’s direction to his secretary when 
an impertinent foreigner asked him an absurd question. 
Napolcon’s indorsement on the letter of the ‘four Liver- 
pool merchants’ was probably the same, though it reads 
very prettily in M. Mocquard’s neat aud antithetical 
wording.” 


CONDITION OF THE “GREAT EASTERN,” 

The Tlerald correspondent writes: ** The Great East- 
cra seenis approaching another erisis In her eventful eca- 
reer. ‘The finishing is at a stand-still. There is an arhi- 
tration pending with the builder, a debt of some £26 000 
hanes over the coneern, and £49.000 or £50,000 more are 
required to put her in good working condition. The 
twenty-shilling shares are down to ten shillings, and no- 
bedy knows what to do. The upshot of it all will be, 
probably, a meeting of the shareholders and a merging 
of the company in another taking the present shares at 
what they will bring in the market. The public have 
little confidence in the directory, except, perhaps, the 
chairman and Mr. Talbot, Mr. P and the Board are 
divided among themselves as to their future policy.” 


FRANCE, 
TUE EUROPEAN CONGRESS, 

The Furopean Congress is to mect on the 5th of Jan- 
uary, but it is thought that little business will be done 
before the 15th of the month. An important announce- 
ment is made to the effect that England will not send a 
plenipotentiary direct from London to the body, but that 
Lord Cowley, beitig in Paris, would attend the sittings, 
being instructed to make his interference in Italian af- 
fuirs as little prominent as possible. 


HOW THE EMPRESS SPENDS ITER MORNINGS, 


A corresponden® ot the J/erald writes from Compiégne: 
‘¢ The following anecdote was related to me as an illus- 
tration of the manner in which the Empress manages to 
pass her mornings. The story has, 1 believe, already 
been told, but will not from that fact lose its interest— 
the more £0, as it only occurred last week: 

A few di: iys since her Majesty was walking in the 
re st with some of the guests, when a little girl of about 
nine or ten years of age, neatly, but poorly dressed, met 
the imperial party. On perceiving the Empress the 
child uttered a shout of joy, rushed up frantically, and 
threw her arms around the neck of her Majesty, The 
Empress returned her embrace, and then inquired kindly 
after her mother. 

**She is better,’ said the little girl, ‘and often won- 
ders when you are coming . 0 see US again, chere dane.’ 

shall come soon,’ said the Empress, smiling. 
‘Give her this for me, yerorr.’ 

** The ladies and gentlemen of the party were anxious 
to know how the Empress ceuld havi e dixcovered those 
poor people, who hve quite at tlre extremity of the town 
of Compiétene, without the people themeeives knowing 
who was their benefactress | They afterward found out 
that the Empress was in the habit of rising at an early 
hour and going, quite nnattended, into the poor quarters 
of the town to distribute alms to those in distress. Ever 
eince her first vi-it to Compiegne she has done this, and 
had it not been for the secidental meeting of the little 
girl who explained to the ladies ar nd gentlemen that the 
‘lady’—pointing to the Empress—had been a bon anae 
to them and to many others in the Village, this act of 
charity would have remained unknown. Iwas assured 
that the Emperor, on the discovery of this additional 
evidence of his noble sponse’s generosity of heart, kissed 
her hand in presence of ail the guests, declaring that ev- 
ery day developed some new and charming trait in her 
character.” 

VICTOR JItGoO ON JOUN BROWN 

Tie following is part of an aildress which has been 
pubiisted: 

When we reflect on what Brown, the Hherator. the 
champion of Christ, has striven jto eject, and when we 
remember that he is about to hie, slaughtered by the 
American republic, the crime asqumes the proportions of 
the nation which commits it; ad when we say to our- 
selves that this nation is . glow of race; 
that—like France, like England like Germany—she is 
one of the organs of civilizatiq@o; that she sometimes 
even oufmsarenes Europe by the sublime audacity of her 
p regress: that she is the queen of an entire world, and 
that she bears on her brow an immense Light of freedom, 
we waar that John Brown will not die, for we recoil, 
horrs trnek, from the iltea of so great a crime com- 
mitte 1 crenata people, 

“In a politic the murder of Brown would be an 
irreparable fault, It would penetrate the Union with a 
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scret fissure, which would in the end tear it sender, 18 
is possible that the exeeution of Brown mizci.: consetidate 
slavery in Virginia, but it is certain that it wenld een- 
vulse the entire Amefican democracy. You preses re 
your shame, but you sacrifice your glory. 

a moral light, it seems to me that a portien of she 
light of humanity would be eclipsed—that even the Wea 
of justice and injustice would be obscured on the day 
which should witness the assassination ef emaneipation 
by liberty. 

** As for myself, though Iam but an atom, yet beiag, 
as 1 am, in common with all other men, inspired with 
the conscience.ef huyfanity, I kneel in tears befere the 
great starry banner Jf the New World, and with clasped 
hands, and with préfound and filial respect, I implore the 
illustrious American republic, sister of the French repub- 
lic, to look to the safety of the universal moral law, te 
save Brown, to throw down the threatening scaffold of 
the 16th of December, and not to suffer, beneath its eres, 
and I add, with a shudder, almost by its fault, the first 
fratricide be outdone. ; 

‘* For—yes, let America know it and ponder it well— 
there is something more terrible than Cain slaying Abel 
—it is Washington slaying Sparticue. 

i * Victor lisee. 

HaUTRVILLE Hovsr, Dee. 2, 1929.” 


TURKFY. 
EDICT ON THE DRESS OF TURKISH LANIFS, 

The Journal de Constantinople publishes the text of an 
imperial edict regulating the costumes of the ladies iu 
Turkey, in conformity with Mussuiman tradition. We 
give the principal points of the document: 

** All women must take the greatest care to refrain 
from every thing contrary to good conduct, and must 
watch most attentively over the honor of their family. 
The laws and customs of other nations have regulated all 
that is connected with the observance of morality. Ae- 
cording to the Mohammedan law, the first obligation for 
women consists in the use of the vail; conseqnhently, for 
a Turkish woman to depart from the observance of that 
custom is a breach of not only a social duty, but of a pre- 
cept of faith. Nevertheless, for some time past a certain 
number of women, contrary to the laws of propriety, make 
use of very thin vails, and of dresses made of materials 
which have never before been used for such purposea, and 
walk about with their features and person too much seen, 
‘They mcreover affect indclicate manners, and in the pub- 
lic promenades mix with men. Henceforth all women, 


* whoever they may be, on leaving their houses, must wear 


thick vails which completely cover their features, and be 
clad in dresses of cloth or other suitable mateiial without 
embroidery, trimmings, or external ornaments of any 
king. » They must not show themselves out of doors sim- 
ply in stockings abd but must wear half-beots in 
yellow morocco leather, or somé vtier snitable and decent 
covering for the feet. When they go-out to make pur- 
chases, they are strictly prohibited trom entering shops, 
but must stop on the outside te be served, dnd must net 
remain longer than is absolutely necessary. When they 
are on the public promenades they must confine then. 
selves to the part reserved for females. Any woman whe 
shall be guilty of acts again-t the law will be severely 
punished. No fanvly shail keep equipages beyond their 
ineans, and the drivers must be most carefully selected, 
‘The men must aly conform to the laws of propriety, 
particularly in the ¢treets, or they will subject themselves 
to severe punisiiment.” 


CANADA, 
OPENING OF THE VICTORIA BRIDGE. 

A telegram from Montreal, dated Saturday, December 
17, says: 

‘*A special train, comprising three locomotives and 
ten cars, containing about six hundred invited passen- 
gers, passed over the Victoria Bi ridge at 1 o'clock to-day. 
On its return a cold collation was served up in the north. 
ern abutment of the bridge, which was covered for the 
occasion. Speeches were made by A. M. Koss, the engi- 
neer of the bridge, and others, The bridge is now fairly 
_open to traffic, and regular passenger- -trains need 


sruuning over it this morning. 


THE NEW SENATE CHAMBER. 
Tre large ergraving on the following pages 
will enable our readers to realize the new Senate 
Chamber, of which we have heard so much. | It is 
as the picture shows, a noble hall, lighted on the 
Po ian plan, so that not a single ray of light 
can escape beyond the margin of the inner court, 
or Senate Chamber proper. Every object in the 
galleries is consequently in comparative obseuritr. 
The rule against allowing strangers on the floor is 
rigidly enforced; hence the apparent emptiness of 
the hall.. Our artist states that he has not drawn 
the carpet, as the flowers on it—which resemble 
cabbages—would, if faithfully represent- 
ed, completely eclipse the Senators, desks and all, 
The following list of the present Senators should 
be kept for reference: 
« Term 
ALABAMA. ¢xXpires. expires 
Benj. Fitzpatrick .... 1861 | Jefferson Davis......- 


Clement C. Clay, Jun. 1865; Albert G..Brown..... 16% 
ARKANGAS. MISSOT EE. 

Robert VW. Johnson 1°61 James qare ra 
Vm. K. Sebabtian... 1865) Prusten Polk... 
CONNECTICUT. 

wafayette S. Foster 18%) NEN 


James Dixon. .-..... 1865 
CALIFORNIA. 


John P. Hale........ 


Williant M (7will.... 186 NEW 

Henry P. Wann...... 1363 Wm. Seward..... Set 
DELAWARE Preston King........ 

James A. Dayard.... NEW JELSEY. 


Willard Saulsbury... 165) Johu hompoon.. 1969 
FLORIDA. John C. Ten Eyek... i865 
David L. Yulee....e. NORTH CAROLINA 
stephen M. Mallory... Thos. Viingman 
Alfred Iverson... .... 156! 


7h 
Robert Toombs...... 


George FJ Pugh..... 1961 
LDerjamin F. Wade... 1563 


OREGON, 
Joseph Lane ........ 1861 
Vacaney 


INDIANA. 
Graham N. Fiteh.... 1861 
Jesse DD. Bright. ...%. 1~63 
ILLINOIS. 
Lyman Trumbull.... 1561 
Stephen A. Douglas., 15c5 
A. 
James Harlan....... 
dames W. Grimes... 1805 ISLAND. 
Jemes F. simmons... 1863 
J. J. Critind n..... 1861 | Henry Anthony... 16@ 
Lazarus W. Powell... 1865 
LOUISIANA. Jas. H. lilammond .. 1863 
John Siideil......... 19861 | James Chestuut..... 16c3 
Judah P. Benjamin... 1805 


PENNSYLVANIA. 
William Bicler...... 1861 
1861 Simon Cameron 


SOUTII CANOLINA. 


TENN ESSER. 

MAINE. Andrew Johnson .... 1868 
Hannibal Ilamlin ... 156°! 4. P. Nicholson .. 1865 
Wim. Pitt Fess: nden. 1800 


+3 AAS. 
MANYLAND. VIFMOAT 
James A. Pearwe..... Jacek Collamer...... 1841 
Anth« nny Ike nucgd y 1 G25 Solon on 1s 
MICTIIGAN, -VITGINTA. 

Cuandler . Janes M. Mason ...¢ 1888 
K. S. Binghan;..... 1.5) Hunter .... 104 
MINNISOTA. 
Ilenry M. hice ...... | Lharles Du: kee. 
Vacancy cee 15004 Jame Loolittie X63 
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LITTLE FRECKLES. 


I wAs a most unattractive child, as memory now 
recalls my little form. Short and fat, with wad- 
dling motion; freckled skin, hair red and frizzly, 
round, bloated cheeks, pug nose, and half-shut 
eves. Nature had not been kind to me, nor was I 
permitted to live unconscious of the fact. 

My brothers—gay, thoughtless lads—knew not 
the injury they were inflicting when they made my 
personal defects the subject of derision ; and those 
who should have taught them kindly consideration 
for their little homely gister gave the matter but 
indolent attention. I was generally known among 
them by the name of “ Little Freckles.” Had 
my mind been differently constituted, lack of beau- 
ty would have caused me no concern; but with 
keen sensibility and much self-esteem my spirit 
winced under the lightest stroke of ridicule; and 
in my impotence to redress myself, my heart beat 
for vengeance on the perpetrator of each cruel 
wound. I know not whether originally there was 
any good in my nature—whether I ever possessed 
uny gentle impulses. If so, they never appeared ; 
they had no room to develop; for as farasmy mem- 
ory can see back, my mind was engrossed between 
painful repinings, over my ill-favored appearance 
and implacable anger against those by whom my 
self-love was perpetually tortured. 

My sister was a pretty child, with slender form 
and soft brown hair andeyes. Of her I was jeal- 
ous; not of her beauty—that I admired—but of 
her happiness in possessing the affection of my 
parents, from which I thought my ugliness de- 
barred me. This feeling made me shy and moody ;- 
and shrinking from the sight of those to whom I 
imagined my presence a nuisance, I added to my 
other ill graces the appearance of stupidity and 
sulk. I loved no one; I believed no one loved me. 
I regarded all as friends of beauty, and consequent 
enemies of mine. Even in childhood I became a 
misanthropist. 

I had reached my tenth vear; the bright sum- 
mer-time had come, and all was gay enjoyment 
around our rural home, when my mother’s sister, 
with her husband, neither ‘of whom I had ever 
seen, paid us a visit. My aunt had no family, 
though married many years; and it was with no 
small show of pride that my parents introduced 
their seven fine children—fine, all but one, and 
that one my unbappy self, who hung back in the 
shade, feeling that I had been brought in but to 
swell the number. 

‘* Well, Celia,”’ said my father, in his usual jo- 
cose way, ‘‘what do you think of the group? 
Don’t you want one of them ?” 

Oh yes,” replied my aunt, smiling pleasau..ly, 
‘if you and Fantiy can spare one. I believe you 
have a little girl called after me. Which is she?” 

‘*That’s you, Little Freckles,” cried brother 
Bob. 

“* Here,” said my father, drawing me forward ; 
“this is your namesake; but I can not say she 
very much resembles you.” ; 

My quick ear caught a suppressed giggle from 
the junior circle, which, in addition to my father’s 
depreciating remark, brought the hot blood to my 
cheek and a scowl to my brow; but a strange, 
sweet sensation suddenly stole over me, for my 
aunt had encircled me with her gentle arm, while 
with the soft hand of the other she pushed the 
matted curls from my forehead, and looking kind- 
ly in my face, observed, in reply, 

‘‘Resemble me? Well, she may when she grows 
up. I can recollect having once been a fat, rosy 
child, with curly hair. But what do you say, 
dear?” And bending down, she pressed her warm 
lips to mine. ‘‘ Do you think could pa and ma 
spare you to me ?” 

“Spare me? Oh yes!” I eagerly exclaimed. 
‘They don’t want me at all!’”’ And overcome 
with the first happy emotions of my life, I dropped 
my face on her lap and burst into tears. 

My mother made no difficulty in_giving me up, 
though she seemed hurt at my willingness to leave 
her, and pathetically remarked upon the ingrati- 
tude of children, who could turn their backs upon 
the best of parents to share a richer home else- 
where. A richer home! I knew nothing about 
my aunt’s wealth. It was the tender embrace, the 
gentle words, the loving kiss that won me. 

In Washington city, which now became my res- 
idence, my person made no more favorable impres- 
sion than it had done in my Maryland home; but 
the kind guardianship of my new friends saved me 
from open rudeness, while they cultivated in me a 
hope which started my energies, excited my spirit, 
and made life seem desirable. 

The great aim set before me was self-improve- 
ment, mentally and bodily. In this my aunt took 
the liveliest interest. With no other special claim 
upon her attention, she, gave herself to my cause, 
and I gratefully’and earnestly co-operating with 
her, the scheme gave every promise of success. 

Untiring industry, unceasing care gradually pro- 
duced the desired effect. My mental capacities be- 
gan to develop, my outward appearance to im- 
prove; this encouragement lured me on to in- 
creased exertion; no trouble, no difficulty stayed 
my progress; no behest of cunning art was evaded. 

Six years of earnest endeavor and my aunt's 
darling project was achieved: the clumsy, stupid 
echild had given place to a beautiful and accom- 
plished girl, of whom society would be proud. 
Not changed! I was the same in every linea- 
ment, differing only by improvement. The ficure 
was still short and round, but so exquisitely 
rounded, so perfectly proportioned its every out- 

line, and the movements, wathal, so buoyant, so 
full of graceful animation, that the admiring cye 
forgot the claims of slender airiness; the rough, 
. red mop was now a profusion of auburn ringlets, 
whose silky clusters shaded my face and clustered 
on my neck; the skin, onc¢ tanned and freckled, 
was now bleached to ivory whiteness, and smooth 


and soft as satin; while the arched brow, ennobled 


by intellect, the blue eyes sparkling with mirth, 
the neat mouth, indicating affection and refine- 
ment, were we accompanied by full, rosy cheeks, 


a dimpled chin, and a nose whose slight tendency 
to a saucy turn just saved the countenance from a 
haughty expression. Yet without the accom- 
panying education, these personal charms would 
have been comparatively harmless ; but trained in 
all the arts of coquetry, well versed in the subtil- 
ties of fascination, while skilled in the most showy 
accomplishments of my sex, I went forth into the 
world, bearing with me, well concealed in my 
bosom, the one passion, rooted and nourished in 
my trampled childhood—revenge. 

And now none saw in my smiling face, my light 
step, or my sweet song the spirit of mischief that 
reigned within me; flattered, caressed, and adored, 
I sported through the gay saloons of Washington ; 
apparently pleased with surrounding trifles, hearts 
were the only toys I really cared for; in semblance 
enjoying every innocent gayety, nothing afforded 
me true delight but the chances of following con- 
quest with mockery and disdain. Was a maiden 
happy in her warm, young love, I threw my net 
over her hero and he was mince; and when she 
turned away in sickening anguish, perhaps she 
recalled some distant occasion upon which she had 
made me smart under a taunting sneer. Or, did 
a youth, in the pride of opening manhood, lay his 
heart’s best pulse at my feet and receive in reply 
a withering laugh, when he rushed in wild despair 
from my presence, perhaps memory showed him a 
feeble child recklessly wounded by his boyish scorn. 

Time rolled on, and still I reigned; no rising 
staroutshone me. I not only preserved my charms, 
but, by ‘‘all appliances and means,” added to their 
potency ; and when the days of merry girlhood 
were gone, I walked in tix proud dignity of wo- 
manhood more than ever queen of hearts. Little 
Freckles’s turn had come indeed. . 

My aunt's great ambition for the child of her 
adoption was.that I should form a proud alliance, 
and win for myself a permanent station in the 
ranks of eminence and wealth; but season after 
season passed, proposals the. most eligible were, 
one after another, rejected, and she who was most 
ardently interested for my welfare began to feel 
disappointed in her darling project. 

**T am afraid,” I overheard her saying one day 
in conversation with my uncle, ‘‘ the dear child is 
so fond of flirting that she will continue it until it 
is too late to make a good settlement.’’ 

‘** Never fear,”’ said the kind, easy man, ‘‘a wo- 
man of her beauty and taste can settle herself when 
and how she chooses.” 

But a settlement had never entered into my cal- 
culations, matrimony was no part of my scheme. 

I was twenty-six. Ten years had rolled away 
since my fair young charms had made themselves 
felt in the world. Washington was again astir, 
another winter was setting in, another Congres- 
sional season commeneing, and I was preparing for 
fresh conquests. Opening day arrived, and my 
aunt and I drove to the Capitol to witness the cere- 
monial. It was the usual scene, nothing new or 
different from former occasions: and yet it marked 
an era in my history, gave birth to the first pulsa- 
tions of a strange existence. 

I was standing at a window overlooking the Poto- 
mac, when steps approached, my name was respect- 
fully pronounced, and, turning, I was pleased to 
meet an old acquaintance of my uncle, a Southern 
member of the House. 

** Allow me,” he said, after the first greetings 
were over, ‘‘to present to you the Hon. Mr. Le- 
fevre, our new representative from Alabama ;” and 
leaving me, soon after, to make his devoirs to my 
aunt, I stood alone with the stranger. 

He was a man of thirty or upward, tall and dis- 
tingué ; yet in his person there was more of strength 
than of grace. His manner was polite without 
obsequiousness, his conversation free from flat- 
tery; but his eye scanned me with an examining 
watchfulness beneath which mine fell, while the 
warm blood flowed to my cheeks and temples. 
Yet was it no rude stare which caused this embar- 
rassment, or it would have aroused my indignation 
instead, but an inward sensation, new and unac- 
countable; an involuntary acknowledgment of a 
master spirit, It was with reluctance I ended the 
interview when my aunt signified to me her wish 
to leave; and as I accompanied her to the car- 
riage, and sunk back in the seat by her side, it was 
with the humble, though not unpleasurable feeling, 
that this time the conquest was not wholly mine. 

I could not remain long unconscious of the 
change which had come over my being; others 
observed it and stared. 

‘*What is the matter with Miss Dalton?” in- 
quired the mystified. 

‘“‘She has changed her tactics,’’ sneered the 
knowing. 

‘* Celia has got tired of flirting at last,”’ said my 
aunt, in confidence to my uncle. 

The real truth was suspected by none. Space 
for one gentle impulse in my heart was disbelieved 
in by those who had hitherto watched my course ; 
intrigue, duplicity, and art were supposed to be 
my natural characteristics, and when a soft influ- 
ence pervaded my conduct it was thought to be 
but a new part which it was now my humor to 

lay. 

. Mr. Lefevre was but four or five years my ‘sen- 
ior; and yet he maintained toward me a grave ten- 
derness of manner which made me feel a mere 
youngling beside him. From him I received nei- 
ther flattery nor worship; but his looks and tones 
betrayed unutterable fondness, while the intense 
interest he manifested in me, his anxious concern 
in the minutest matters with which I was con- 
nected, told a tale of love more deep, more ardent 
than had ever been told to me before. 

And oh, how real was my love for him! how 
strong, how vast, how deep that love no words can 
tell. The undiminished affection of a heart, the 
key to which had never before been found, was 
voluntarily lavished on him. It was a will wor- 
ship, in which reason and inclination sweetly con- 
curred, and the pure and perfect happiness it shed 
around me gave me the first ideas of heaven and 
holiness my sin-corrupted mind had ever known. 

It was the short session, the first week of March 


“would empty Washington of all its gay visitors, 


and he who was the whole world to me must return 
to his Southern home; yet so secure was I in my 
trusting devotion that no injurious doubt deepened 
the tinge of sadness which came over my feelings 
as the time approached. 

It was the 5th of March. Congress, with all 
its excitement—its proud debates and little bicker- 
ings—its wise enactments and bold mistakes—had 
closed. I was alone in my chamber, imagination 
painting the approaching scene, the parting inter- 
view with my lover, when open disclosures should 
make way for exchange of vows, and the sweet 
confidence of mutual attachment soothe the pangs 
of separation. My reverie was interrupted by a 
servant; a ndte was put into my hand, and I was 
again alone. I knew the writing, raised the sense- 


less paper to my lips, and gently cut the envelope. . 


But what were the words which met my view— 
which scorched my eye-balls, scathed my brain, 
and paralyzed my whole being? The nofe was 
brief but explicit; the sentences were few but 
pithy; and over all was an air of cold delibera- 
tion. It was instigated by no hasty impulse, no 
sudden discovery, but was the dénoxement of a 
well-arranged plot carefully executed. It was 
headed, Pour prendre congé, and, addressing me by 
name, proceeded, in language most formally po- 
lite, to announce the writer’s projected departure. 
The next paragraph informed me that he had 
heard of me before he had had the pleasure of see- 
ing me; had understood me frem the beginning 
of our acquaintance; and, having stecled his breast 
against my fascinations, all my coquettish arts had 
fallen harmlessly around him... He was now leay- 
ing me with heart unhurt, feelings untouched, hopes 
unclouded ; and he would be glad to learn that I 
had been equally impregnable; if so, our light 
flirtation should be cause of regret to neither. He 
concluded by informing me that, immediately upon 
his.return to Alabama, he expected to be united in 
marriage to a beautiful daughter of the South, and 
begged to remain my very humble servant, with 
signature in full. 

It must have been two hours that I sat with- 
out moving, the note open in my rigid grasp, my 
eyes glaring on vacancy, while the sensations I 
underwent were horrible beyond description. 

Suddenly I started; some street noise aroused 
me; I sprang to my feet; a reactioncame. This 
terrible blow must not crush me. Pride shouted 
to my mental ear—my blighted heart and shatter- 
ed hopes must.be concealed within my own bosom ; 
the vile wrong must be unknown to all; I must 
rise above it, and be avenged. Avenged! anda 
maniac joy shot through my frame as the old pas- 
sion of my life rushed back with headstrong fury. 
Yes! henceforth my whole business must be to 
pursue, with unrelenting aim, the man who had 
sported with my love, trampled on my best feel- 


.ings, and made ruin the sole portion of my re- 


maining existence. 

It was a powerful struggle which I now had to 
maintain to hide my sufferings from observation, 
and naught but my own proud, indomitable will 
could have enabled me to sueceed. But succeed 
I did; and none who saw my flashing eye and 
heard my merry laugh, during the gayeties of the 
ensuing summer, had the faintest suspicion that 
my meat was ashes, my drink brine, and my rest 
the m/anful tossings of delirium. 

Mf. Lefevre’s marriage, an account of which ap- 
peared in the Washington papers, occasioned no 
surprise. ‘‘Miss Dalton has dismissed him,” said 


| those who knew me, ‘‘and he has run home and 


married some former flame.” My aunt alone look- 
ed disappointed, and said that she had hoped I had 
taken a serious notion atlast. I laughed and kiss- 
ed her, promised to take a ‘‘serious notion” some 
time—and so the matter ended. 

Mr. Lefevre went to Europe on his wedding 
tour, not returning until it was time to take his 
seat in the next Congress; and while he was thou- 
sands of miles from home, enjoying that bliss which 
I was never to know, the means of revenge, which 
alone could sustain me under my terrible agony, 
were put into my burning hands. 

My constitution of mind and body were s ong; 
yet the fearful strain upon my nervous syStem, 
caused by the concealing of intense sufferings \pe- 
neath a gay exterior, could not be continued wit 
out injury accruing; and despite my resolution t 
bear up, [ soon perceived my equanimity waver, 
my physical vigor abate. 

My aunt questioned mein alarm; but I laughed 
at her fears. My health was good, I said; I was 
only suffering from ennui. 

“ Fnnui!” cried my aunt, inamaze. “I thoug 
you enjoyed life, Celia.” 

“So I do!” I exclaimed, ‘‘ but I love variety. 
I’ve seen but the one annual round of pleasure for 
the last ten years—city amusements in winter, 
fashionable watering-places in summer—and, gay 
as the round has been, I am satiated with it; it 
has become monotonous; I want a change.” 

** And what shall the change be ?”’ 

**T should like to go South,” I promptly replied. 
Then added, playfully : ‘‘ Orange groves and myr- 
tle bowers, smiling skies and balmy breezes, with 
all the charming things we read of in romance, 
would be as novel and delightful to you as to me, 
dear aunt—would they not ?” 

My aunt called me a silly child, and ridiculed 
my taste for romance ; but she concluded by fond- 
ly kissing mé, saying she would «speak to uncle 
about it, and I knew the matter was as good as 
settled. 

And so in the bright month of September we 
steamed through the beautiful Ohio, down the 
lordly Mississippi, and, without halting in New 
Orleans—whose hot and dusty thoroughfares were 
empty and silent—we sped on in search of those in- 
viting scenes which nature, assisted by art, had 
spread along the shores of Lake Pontchartrain. 

The remainder I must write rapidly, for the 
gnawing of remorse upon my panting heart while 
memory dwells upon this portion of my life causes 
excruciating pain. | = 

Frederic Lefevre was entirely dependent on a 


rich bachelor uncle, to whose estates he was sole 
heir. Left an orphan in childhood, he had been 
adopted by his lonely relative, and brought up in 
ease and idleness, with no more education than 
enough to fit him fora politician and a gentleman 
of fortune; and, unacquainted with professional 
knowledge, unused to enterprise or industrial pur- 
suits, the loss of his uncle’s favor, and the expect- 
ations accruing therefrom, would completely ruin 
him. This it was my aim to effect ; and hence my 
desire to travel South, to find him whose acquaint- 
ance I most desired to make—the elder Mr. Lefevre. 

Without entering into details, it is enough to 
say I found the old man, taught him to love me, 
and—to the astonishment of the world, which nev- 
er has to this day been able to account for my 
choice—I married him. 

My scheme had prospered, and the punishment 
of him who had wronged me had commenced. 
With cautious wile I dropped into my husband’s 
ears hints which shook the old man’s confidence in 
his adopted heir, and I pursued my advantage with 
cunning skill, without even suffering the uxorious 
dupe to suspect that I had any personal interest in 
the matter. Sometimes my better angel would 
stir up tender memories within me, and my pas- 
sionate heart would yearn toward the object of its 
unconquerable love; but, determined that no kind- 
ly feeling should gain sway, I would immediately 
draw forth that fatal letter of March 5, which [ 
kept in a convenient place for such occasions. The 
reading of those cold, insulting lines always pro- 
duced a recurrence of the terrible sensations which 
I had experienced at their first perusal, and with 
the stinging poison rioting in my veins I would fly 
to my husband’s arms, and, employing those pret- 
ty arts which no one could resist, work out my 
subtle purpose. 

It was done! The pampered son of fortune was 
stripped of his future prospects, of his present sup- 
plies, and stood among his proud compeers a pau- 
per! 
It was in vain he strove to reverse his doom by 
writing letter after letter of earnest and piteous 
pleading to his uncle. I wildly laughed over his 
eloquent distress, but the hand to which the let- 
ters were addressed never received them. 

Meanwhile I was apparently the gayest of the 
gay; and my husband, flattered and delighted with 
my well-simulated love, was the happiest of men. 
In New Orleans, where he had an elegant mansion 
prepared for me, we spent the winter months; and 
when the sultry breath of summer re-entered the 
Crescent City he bore me away to his old Alabama 
home, amidst the flourishing plantations of his wide 
domain. 

I fear the remaining lines will be scarcely legi- 
ble, for the agitation of my nerves is shared by 
my pen, and frightened memory can not find co- 
herent language in which to depict the last dark 
scene. 

I was sitting on the piazza alone; my husband 
came and sat besideme. He spoke of his nephew, 
dwelt upon his former love for him, regretted the 
estrangement that had come between them, ex- 
pressed a wish for a reconciliation, and, finally, 
asked me if I would not receive the young man and 
his wife and baby as members of our family. I 
inquired what had suggested this amiable train of 
thought, and learned that my ci-devant lover was 
in the neighborhood, and had had an interview 
with his uncle. Then my brain took fire, my blood 
bounded, and with wild, impetuous words the sto- 
ry of my scathed heart burst forth. I know not 
what I said in those insane moments, I only know 
my astounded listener heard all—all my passion 
for his adopted son—and started, with frenzy in 
his eyes, as I finished in taunting tone: 

‘‘ Now, Sir, bring the gentleman here, if you 

As I sunk back in my seat the old man moved 
away, but blind excitement prevented my observ- : 
ing the terrible effect of my disclosure upon him:* 
Alas! his more than life had been wrapped up in 
the fond delusion of his young wife’s love! 

I can not say how long had passed, but the 
fierce tumult of my soul was waning when—was I 
dreaming ?—I opened. my eyes, and by my side, 
seated familiarly, his gaze fixed upon my coun- 
tenance, was he whom of all the world I should 
not have met. 

What was he saying? Something about friend- 
ship, and kindness, and agnate claims; but I heard 
him not—my senses were bewildered, my heart was 


jaglow, emotions soft but undefined filled my breast 


—I was nolongermy own. But—what was that? 
Swifter than a tiger springs upon his prey the deed 
was done—a piazza chair, hurled by my husband’s 


.maniac hand, struck the young man’s head, and 


Frederic Lefevre was a corpse at my feet. 

Of what followed I had but a confused percep- 
tion; there was running, and a crowd of servants 
disarmed and restrained their master—in sorrow, I 
know, they did it, for he was well-beloved by them 
all. One fled for a physician, who soon came: 
the dead was beyond his skill, the slayer’s malady 
no medicine could cure. ai 

The crowd increased ; white folk came in troops. 
I only desired to sit on the floor and gaze on that 
pale, sleeping face; but some ladies, who thought I 
knew them, forced me away from it. 

Then there was an inquest and a funeral, a dis- 
tracted widow and an infant orphan;!while thd 
owner of the proud estate was a raving prisoner, 
held down in the house where he had reigned. 

And I—Little Freckles—caused it all! The 
madness and the murder were my doing; though 
no one knew it, and commiseration and sympathy 
and tenderness were lavished unsparingly upon 
me. My aunt and uncle hastened to me in their 
affection and besought me to go home with them ; 
but what have I to do with peace, or kindness, or 
any earthly good? here, by the side of him whose 
reason I destroyed, on the spot where he fell whose © 
blood is on my hands, let me, in tears and peni-~ 
tence and prayer, drain out my bitter cup. I have 
not seen thirty years; yet I am bowed, and with- 
ered, and gray. I have not lived out half my 
days; and yet I should be glad to die, 
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HARTRIGHT’S NARRATIVE—Continued. 
XII. 


Tue exposed situation of the church-yard had 
obliged me to be cautious in choosing the posi- 
tion that I was to occupy. 

The main entrance to the church was on the 
side next to the burial-ground; and the door 
was screened by a porch walled in on either 
side. After some little hesitation, caused by a 
natural reluctance to conceal myself, indispens- 
able as that concealment was to the object in 
view, I had resolved on entering the porch. A 
loophole window was pierced in each of its side 
walls. Through one of these windows I could 
see Mrs. Fairlie’s grave. The other looked to- 
ward the stone quarry in which the sexton’s cot- 
tage was built. .Begore me, fronting the porch 
entrance, was a patch of bare burial-ground, a 
line of low stone wall, and a strip of lonely 
brown hill, with the sunset clouds sailing heavily 
over it before the strong, steady wind. No liy- 
ing creature was visible or audible—no bird flew 
by me; no dog barked from the sexton’s cottage. 
The pauses in the dull beating of the surf were 
filled up by the “res rustling of the dwarf trees 
near the grave. an. .: >‘cold, faint bubble of the 
brook over its stony bed. A drearyscene and 
a dreary hour. My spirits sank fast as I count- 
ed out the minutes of the evening in my hiding- 
place under the church porch. 

It was not twilight yet—the light of the set- 
ting sun still lingered in the heavens, and little 
more than the first half hour of my solitary 
watch had elapsed—when I heard footsteps and 
a voice. The footsteps were approaching from 
the other side of the church; and the voice was 
& woman’s. 

“Don’t you fret, my dear, about the letter,” 
said the voice. ‘‘I gave it to the lad quite safe, 
and the lad he took it from me without a word. 
He went his way and I went mine; and not a 
living soul followed me, afterward—that I'll war- 
rant.” 

These words strung up my attention to a pitch 
of expectation that was almost painful: There 
was a pause of silence, but the footsteps still ad- 
vanced. In another moment two persons, both 
women, passed within my range of view from the 
porch window. They were walking straight to- 
ward the grave; and therefore they had their 
backs turned toward me. 

One of the women was dressed in a bonnet 
and shawl. The other wore a long traveling 
cloak of a dark blue color, with the hood drawn 
over her head. A few inches of her gown were 
visible below the cloak. My heart beat fast as 
I noted the color—it was white. 

After advancing about half-way between the 
church and the grave they stopped; and the 
woman in the cloak turned her head toward her 
companion. But her side face, which a bonnet 
might now have allowed me to see, was hidden 
by the heavy projecting edge of the hood. 

‘Mind you k~ep that comfortable warm cloak 
on,” said the same voice which I had already 
heard—the voice of the woman in the shawl. 
“' Mrs. Todd is right about your looking too par- 
ticular, yesterday, all in white. I'll walk about 
a little, while you’re here; church-yards being 
not at all in my way, whatever they may be in 
yours. Finish what you want to do before I 
come back; and let us be sure and get home 
again before night.’’ 

With those words she turned about, and, re- 
tracing her steps, advanced with her face toward 
me. It was the face of an elderly woman, 
brown, rugged, and healthy, with nothing dis- 

onest or suspicious in the look of it. Close to 
the church she stopped to pull her shawl closer 
round her. 

Queer,” she said to herself, ‘always queer, 
with her whims and her ways, cver since I can 


remember her.- -Harmless, though —as harm- 
less, poor soul, as a little child.” 

She, sighed; looked about the burial-ground 
nervously ; shook her head as if the dreary pros- 
pect by no means pleased her; and disappeared 
round the corner of the church. 

I doubted for a moment whether I ought to 
follow and speak to her, or not. My intense 
anxiety to find myself face to face with her com- 
panion helped me to decide in the negative. I 
could insure seeing the woman in the shawl by 
waiting near the church-yard until she came 
back—although it seemed more than doubtful 
whether she could give me the information of 
which I was in search. The person who had 
delivered the letter was of little consequence. 
The person who had written it was the one cen- 
tre of interest, and the one source of informa- 
tion; and that person I ndw felt convinced was 
before me in the church-yard. 

While these ideas were passing through my 
mind, I saw the woman in the cloak approach 
close to the grave, and stand looking at it for a 
little while. She then glanced all round her, 
and, taking a white linen yloth or handkerchief 
from under her cloak, turned aside toward the 
brook. The little stream ran into the church- 
yard under a tiny arch-way in the bottom of the 
wall, and ran out again, after a winding course 
of a few dozen yards, under a similar opening. 
She dipped the cloth in the water, and returned 
to the grave. I saw her kiss the white cross ; 
then kneel down before the inscription, and ap- 
ply her wet cloth to the cleansing of it. 

After considering how I could show myself 
with the least possible chance of frightening 
her, I resolved to cross the wall before me, to 
skirt round it outside, and to enter the church- 
yard again by the stile near the grave, in order 
that she might see me as I approached. She 
was so absorbed over her employment that she 
did not hear me coming until I had stepped 
over the stile. Then she looked up, started to 
her feet with a faint cry, and stood facing me 
in speechless and motionless terror. 

‘‘ Don’t be frightened,” I said. ‘‘Surely you 
remember me?” 

I stopped while I spoke—then advanced a fe 
steps gently—then stopped again—and so ap- 
proached by little and little, till I was close to 
her. If there had been any doubt still left in 
my mind it must have been now set at rest. 
There, speaking affrightedly for itself—there 
was the same face confronting me over Mrs. 
Fairlie’s grave, which had first looked into mine 
on the high road by night. 

‘‘You remember me?” I said. ‘‘ We met 
very late, and I helped you to find the way to 
London. Surely you have not forgotten that ?” 

Her features relaxed, and she drew a heavy 
breath of relief. I saw the new life of recogni- 
tion stirring slowly under the deathlike stillness 
which fear had set on her face. 

‘*Don’t attempt to speak to me just yet,” I 
wenton. ‘*'Take time to recover yourself—take 
time to feel quite certain that I am a friend.” 

‘*'You are very kind to me,” she murmured. 
** As kind now as you were then.” 

She stopped, and I kept silence on my side. 
I was not granting time for composure to her 
only, I was gaining time also for myself. Un- 
der the wan, wild evening light, that woman 
and I were met together again; a grave between 
us, the dead about us, the lonesome hills closing 
us round on every side. The time, the place, 
the circumstances under which we now stood 
face to face in the evening stillness of that 
dreary valley ; the life-long interests which might 
hang suspended on the next chance words that 
passed between us; the sense that, for aught I 
knew to the contrary, the whole future of Laura 
Fairlie’s life might be determined, for good or 
for evil, by my winning or losing the confidence 
of the forlorn creature who stood trembling by 
her mother’s grave—all threatened to shake the 


-steadiness and the self-control on which every 


inch of the progress I might yet make now de- 
pended. ‘ I tried hard, as I felt this, to possess 
myself of all my resources; I did my utmost to 
turn the few moments for reflection to the best 
account, 

‘‘ Are you calmer, now ?” I said, as soon as I 
thought it time to speak again. ‘*Can you talk 
to me without fecling frightened, and without 
forgetting that I am a friend ?” 

‘* How did you come here?” she asked, with- 


out noticing what I had just said to her. 


‘*Don’t you remember my telling you, when 
we last met, that I was going to Cumberland? 
I have been in Cumberland ever since; I have 
been staying all the time at Limmeridge House.”’ 

Limmeridge House!” Her pale face 
brightened as she repeated the words; her wan- 
dering eyes fixed on me with a sudden interest. 


“** Ah, how happy you must have been!” she | (aM 
+ said, looking at me eagerly, without a shadow | "aaa 


of its former distrust left in her expression. 


I took advantage of her newly-aroused confi- | 
dence in me, to observe her face, with an at- | 
tention and a curiosity which I had hitherto © 
restrained myself from showing, for caution’s | 


sake. I looked at her, with my mind full of 
that other lovely face which had so ominously 
recalled her to my memory on the terrace by 
moonlight. I had seen Anne Catherick’s like- 
ness in Miss Fairlie. I now saw Miss Fairlie’s 
likeness in Anne Catherick—saw it all the more 
clearly because the points of dissimilarity be- 
tiveen the two were presented to me as well as 
the points of résemblance. In the general out- 
line of the countenance and general proportion 
of the features; in the color of the hair and in 
the little nervous uncertainty about the lips; in 
the height and size of the figure, and the car- 
riage of the head and body, the likeness appear- 
ed even more startling than I had ever felt it to 
be yet. But there the resemblance ended, and 
the dissimilarity, in details, began. The deli- 
cate beauty ef Miss Fairlie’s complexion, the 


transparent clearness of her eyes, the smooth 
purity of her skin, the tender bloom of color on 
her lips, were all missing from the worn, weary 
face that was now turned toward mine. Al- 
though I hated myself even for thinking such a 
thing, still, while I looked at the woman before 
me, the idea would force itself into my mind 
that one sad change, in the future, was all that 
was wanting to make the likeness complete, 
which I now saw to be so imperfect in detail. 
If ever sorrow and suffering set their profaning 
marks on the youth and beauty of Miss Fairlie’s 
face, then, and then only, Anne Catherick and 
she would be the twin-sisters of chance resem- 
blance, the living reflections of one another. 

I shuddered at the thought. There was some- 
thing horrible in the blind, unreasoning distrust 
of the future which the mere passage of it through 
my mind seemed to imply. It was a welcome 
interruption to be roused by feeling Anne Cath- 
erick’s hand laid on my shoulder. The touch 
was as stealthy and as-sudden as that other 
touch, which had petrified me from head to foot 
on the night when we first met. 

‘¢You are looking at me; and you are think- 
ing of something,” she said, with her strange, 
breathless rapidity of utterance. ‘*‘ What is it?” 

Nothing extraordinary,” I answered. ‘‘I 
was only wondering how you came here.” 

‘¢T came with a friend who is very good to 
me. I have only been here two days.” 

‘* And you found your way to this place yes- 
terday ?” 

‘* How do you know that?” 

‘*T only guessed it.” 

She turned from me, and knelt down before 
the inscription once more. 

Where should I go, if not here?” she said. 
‘¢The friend who was better than a mother to 
me, is the only friend I have to visit at Lim- 
meridge. Oh, it makes my heart ache to see a 
stain on her tomb! It ought to be kept white 
as snow, for her sake. I was tempted to begin 
cleaning it yesterday; and I can’t help coming 
back to go on with it to-day. Is there any thing 
wrong in that? I hope not. Surely nothing 
can be wrong that I do for Mrs. Fairlie’s sake ?’’ 

The old grateful sense of her benefactress’s 
kindness was evidently the ruling idea still in 
the poor creature’s mind—the narrow mind 
which had but too plainly opened to no other 
lasting impression since that first impression of 
her younger and happier days. I saw that my 
best chance of winning her confidence lay in 
encouraging her to proceed with the artless em- 
ployment which she had come into the burial- 
ground to pursue. She resumed it at once, on 
my telling her she might do so; touching the 
hard marble as tenderly as if it had been a sen- 
tient thing, and whispering the words of the in- 
scription to herself, over and over again, as if 
the lost days of her girlhood had returned, and 
she was patiently learning her lesson once more 
at Mrs. Fairlie’s knees. 

‘¢ Should you wonder very much,” I said, pre- 
paring the way as cautiously as I could for the 
questions that were to come, “if I owned that 
it is a satisfaction to me, as well as a.surprise, 
to see you here? I felt very uneasy about you 
after you left me inthe cab.” 

She looked up quickly and suspiciously. 

‘“¢Uneasy,” she repeated. Why?” 

‘* A strange thing happened, after we parted, 
that night. Two men overtook me in a chaise. 
They did not see where I was standing; but 
they stopped near me, and spoke to a policeman, 
on the other side of the way.” 

She instantly suspended her employment. 
The hand holding the damp cloth with which 
she had been cleaning the inscription dropped 
to her side: the other hand grasped the mar- 


ble cross at the head of the grave. Her face 

turned toward me slowly, with the blank look 

of terror set rigidly on it once more. I went 

- ~ all hazards; it was too late now to draw 
ack. 

“The two men spoke to the policeman,”: I 
said, ‘‘and asked him if hethad seen you. He 
had not seen you; and then one of the men 
spoke again, and said you had escaped from his 
Asylum.” 

She sprang to her feet, as if my last words 
had set the pursuers on her track. 

‘*Stop! and hear the end,” I cried. “Stop! 
and you shall know how I befriended you. A 
word from me would have told the men which 
way you had gone—and I never spoke that word. 
I helped your escape—I made it safe and cer- 
tain. Think, try tothink. Try to understand 
what I tell you.” 

My manner seemed to influence her more 
than my words. She made an effort to esp 
the new idea. Her hands shifted the Pp 
cloth hesitatingly from one to the other, exactly 
as they had shifte:’ the little traveling bag on 
the night when I first sawher. Slowly, the pur- 
pose of my words seemed to force its way through 
the confusion and agitation of her fhind. Slow- 
ly, her features relaxed, and her eyes looked at 
me with their expression gaining in curiosity 
what it was fast losing in fear. 

‘‘ You don’t think I ought to be back in the 
Asylum, do you?” she said. : 

“Certainly not. Iam glad you escaped from 
it; Iam glad I helped you.” 

‘*Yes, yes; you did help me, indeed; yon 
helped me at the hard part,” she went on, a lit- 
tle vacantly. ‘‘It was easy to escape, or I should 
not have got away. They never suspected me 
as they suspected the others. I was so quiet, 
and so obedient, and so easily frightened. The 
finding London was the hard part; and the 
‘you helped me. Did I thank you at the time? 
I thank you now, very kindly.” 

‘* Was the Asylum far from where you met 
me? Come! show that you belieye m be 
your friend, and tell me whe itt! 

She mentioned the place—a private Asylum, 
as its situation informed me; a private Asylum 
not very far from the spot where I had seen her 
—and then, with evident suspicion of the use to 
which I might put her answer, anxiously re- 
peated her former inquiry: ‘* You don’t think I 
ought to be taken back, do you?” : 

**Once again, I am glad you escaped; I 
clad you prospered well, after you left me,” I 
answered. “You said you had a friend in Lon- 
don to go to. Did you find the friend ?” 

‘““Yes. It was very late; but there was a girl 
up at needle-work in the house, and she helped 
me to rouse Mrs. Clements. Mrs. Clements is 
my friend. A good, kind woman, but not like 
a Fairlie. Ah, no, nobody is like Mrs. Fair- 

ie !”” 

“Is Mrs. Clements an old friend of yours? 
Have vou known her a long time ?” | 

‘*Yes; she was a neighbor of ours once, at 
home, in Hampshire; and liked me, and took 
care of me when I was alittle girl. Years ago, 
when she went away from us, she wrote down 
in my prayer-book for me, where she was going 
to live in London, and she said, ‘ If you are ever 
in trouble, Anne, come tome. I have no hus- 
band alive to say me nay, and no children to 
look after; and I will take care of you.’ Kind 
words, were they not? I suppose I remem- 
ber them because they were kind. It’s little 
enough I remember besides—little enough, little 
enough !” 

‘‘Had you no father or mother to take care 
of you?” 

_ “Father? I never saw him: I never heard 
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mother speak of him. Father? Ah, dear! he 
is dead, I suppose.”’ 

“And your mother ?” 

“J don’t get on well with her. 
trouble and a fear to each other.” 

A trouble and a fear to each other! At those 
words the suspicion crossed my mind for the 
first time that her mother might be the person 
who had placed her under restraint. 

“Don’t ask me about mother,” she went on. 
“Tdrather talk of Mrs. Clements. Mrs. Clem- 
ents is like you, she goesn’t think that J ought 
to be back in the Asylum; and she is as glad as 
you are that I escaped from it. © She cried over 
my misfortune, and said it must be kept secret 
from every body.” 

Her “ misfortune.” In what sense was she 
using that word? In a sense which mizht ex- 
plain her motive in writing the anonymous Ict- 
ter? Ina sense which mizht show it to be the 
too common and too customary motive that has 
led many a’ woman to interpose anonymous 
hinderances to the marriege of the man who has 
ruined her? I resolved to attempt the clearing 
up of this doubt, before more words passed be- 
tween us on either side. 

“What misfortune?” I asked. 

misfortune of my being shut up,” \she 
answered, with every appearance of feeling sur- 
prised at iny question, ** What other misfor- 
tune could there be?” 

I determined to persist, as delicately and for- 
beatingly as possible. It was of very great im- 
portance that I should be absolutely sure of 
every step in the investigation that I now gained 
in advance. 

“There is another misfortane.” I said, 
Which a woman may be liable, and by which she 
may suffer life-long sorrow and shame.” 

\** What is it?” she asked, eagerly. 

“The misfortune of believing too innocently 
in her own virtue, and in the faith and honor 
of the man she loves,” [ answered. 


We are a 


She looked up at me, with the artless bewil- - 


desment of achild. Not the slightest confus?oR 
or change of color; not the faintest trace of any 
secret consciousness of shame struggling to the 
surface, appeared in her face—that face which 
betrayed every other emotion with such transpa- 
rent clearness. No words that ever were spoken 
could have assured me, as her look and manner 
now assured me, that the motive which I had 
assigned for her writing the letter and sending 
it to Miss Fairlie was plainly and distinctly the 
wrong one. That doubt, at any rate, was now 
set at rest; but the very removal of it opened a 
new prospect of uncertainty. The letter, as I 
knew from positive testimony, pointed at Sir 
Percival Glyde, though it did not name him. 
She must have had some strong motive, origin- 
ating in some deep sense of injury, for secretly 
denouncing him to Miss Fairlie, in such terms 
as she had emploved—and that motive was un- 
questionably not to be traced to the loss of her 
innocence and hercharacier. Whatever wrong 
he might have inflicted on her was not of that 
nature. Of what nature could it be? 

“JT don’t understand you,” she said, after 
evidently trying hard, and trying in vain, to 
discover the meaning of the words I had last 
said to her. 

** Never mind,”’ IT answered. ‘‘ Let us go on 
with what we were talking about. Tell me how 
long you staid with Mrs. Clements in London, 
and how you came here.” 

‘“‘How long?” she repeated. “J staid with 
Mrs. Clements till we both came to this place, 
two days ago.” 

“You are living in the village, then ?”’ I said. 
It is strange I should not have heard of you, 
though you have only been there two days.” 

‘“‘No, no; not in the village. Three miles 
away ata farm. Do youknowthe farm? They 
call it Todd’s Corner.” 

I remembered the place perfectly; we had 
often passed by it in our drives. It was one of 
the oldest farms in the neighborhood, situated 
Hy a solitary, sheltered spot, inland, at the junc- 
tion of two hills. 

**They are relations of Mrs. Clements at 
Todd’s Corner,” she went on, ‘and they had 
eften asked her to go and see them. She said 
she would go, and take me with her, for the 
quict and the fresh air. It was very kind, was 
it not?.. I would have gone any where to be 
quiet, and safe, and out of the way. But when 
I heard that Todd’s Corner was near Limmer- 
idze—oh! I was so happy I would have walked 
all the way barefoot to get there, and see the 
schools and the village and Limmeridge House 
again. They are very good people at Todd’s 
Corner. I hope I shall stay there a long time. 
There is only one thing I don’t like about them, 
and don’t like about Mrs. Clements—” 

** What is it ?” 

“= rill tease me about dressing all in 
—they say it looks so particular. How 
they know? Mrs. Fairlie knew best. Mrs. 
‘airlie would never have made me wear this 
ugly blue cloak. Ah! she was fond of white in 


her lifetime; and here is white stone about her | _ 


ve—and i ain making it whiter fer-her sake. 
She often wore white herself; and she always 
dressed her little dauvhter in white. Is Miss 
‘mage well and happy ? Does she wear white 

, as she used when'she was a girl?” 
de voice sank when she put the questions 
abdut Miss Fairlie; and she turned her head 
farther and farther away from me. I thought 
I detected, in the alteration in her manner , an 
uneasy consciousness of the risk she had run in 
sending the anonymous letter; and I instantly 
determined so to frame my answer as to surprise 
her into owning it. 

“Miss Fairlie is not very well or very happy 
this morning,” I said. 

She mur mured a few words; but they were 
spoken so confusedly, and in such a low tone, 
that I could not even guess at what they meant. 


| of the words I had just addressed to her 
| her pause in her occupation, and turn slowly, 


-essary for her to hear 
yourself to Limmeridge House ; you should have 


“Did you ask me why Miss Fairlie was 
neither-well nor happy this morning?” I con- 
tinued. 

‘‘ No,” she said, quickly and eagerly—“ oh, 
no, I never asked that.” 

*¢ JT will tell you without your asking,” I w ent 
on. ‘ Miss Fairlie has received your letter.” 

She had been down on her knees for some 
little time past, carefully removing the last 
weather-stains left about the inscription, while 
we were speaking together. The first sentence 
made 


without rising from her knees, so as to face me. 
The second sentence literally petrified her. 
The cloth she had been holding dropped from 
her hands; her lips fell apart; all the little col- 
or that there was naturally in her face left it in 
an instant. 

* How do you know?” she said, faintly. 
“VW ho showed it to vou?” ‘The blood rushed 
back into her face—rushed overwhelmingly, as 
the sense rushed upon her mind that her own 
words had betraved her. She struck her 
hands together in despair. ‘I never wrote it,” 
she gasped, affrightecly; “I know nothing 
about it!” 

‘** Yes,” I said, * you wrote it, and you know 
about it. It was wrong to send such a letter; 
it was wrong to frighten Miss Fairlie. If you 
had any thing to say that it was right and nee- 
, you should have gone 


spoken to the young lady with your own lips.” 
She crouched down over the flat stone of the 
graye, till her face was hidden on it; and made 
no reply. 
** Miss Fairlie will be as good and kind to you 
as her mother was, if you mean well,” I went 
on. ‘Miss Fairlie will keep your secret, and 


not let vou come to any harm. Wiil you see 
her t-moerrow at the farm? Will you meet 
her io i:: garden at Limmeridge House ?” 

* could die, and be hidden and at 
rest wih you!” Her lips murmured the words 
close .© the grave-stone; murmured them in 


tones of passionate endearment to the dead re- 
mains beneath. ‘“ You know how I love your 
child, sor vour sake! Oh, Mrs. Fairlic! Mrs, 
Fairiic: toll me how to save her. Be my dar- 
lings; an aay mother once more, and teil me 
whai.o do for the best !” 

I heard her lips kissing the stone: Lsaw her 
hands beating on it passionately. The sound 
and the sight deeply affected me. I stooped 
down, and took the poor helpless hands tender- 
ly in mine, and tried to soothe her. 

It was useless. She snatched her hands 
from me, and never moved her face from the 
stone. Seeing the urgent necessity of quieting 
her at any hazard and by any means, I appeal- 
ed to the only anxiety that she had appeared to 
feel, in connection with me and with my opin- 
ion of her—the anxiety to convince me of her 
fitness to be mistress of her own actions. 

“Come, come,” I said, gently. “Try to 
compose yourself, or you will make me alter 
my opinion of you. Don’t let me think that 
the person who put you in the Asylum might 
have had some excuse—”’ 

The next words died away on my lips. The 
instant I risked that chance reference to the 
person who had put her in the Asylum, she 
sprang up on her knees. A most extraordinary 
and startling change passed over her. Her 


face, at all ordinary times so touching to look - 


at, in its nervous sensitiveness, weakness, and 
uncertainty, became suddenly darkened by an 
expression of maniacally intense hatred and 
fear, which communicated a wild, unnatural 
force to every feature. Her eyes dilated in the 
dim evening light, like the eyes of a wild ani- 
mal. She caught up the cloth that had fallen 
at her side, as if it had been a living creature 
that she could kill, and crushed it in both her 
hands with such convulsive strength that the 
few drops of moisture left in it trickled down 
on the stone beneath her. 

‘Talk pf something else,” she said, whisper- 
ing throfigh her teeth. ‘**T shall lose myself if 
you talk of that.” 

Every vestige of the gentler thoughts which 
had filled her mind hardly a minute since 
seemed to be swept from it now. It was evi- 
dent that the impression left by/Mrs. Fairlie’s 
kindness was not, as I had supposed, the only 
strong impression on her memory. With the 
grateful remembrance of her school-days at 
Limmeridge there existed the vindictive re- 
membrance of the wrong inflicted on her by her 
confinement in the Asylum. Who had done 
that wrong? Could it really be her mother? 

It was hard to give up pursuing the inquiry 
to that final point; but I forced myself to aban- 
don all idea of continuing it. Seeing hers I 
saw her now, it would have been cruel to @ink 
of any thing but the necessity and the h ni; 
ty of restoring her composure. 

**T will talk of nothing to distress you,” I said, 
soothingly. 

“ You want something,” she answered, sharp- 
ly and suspiciously. ‘Don’t look at me like 
that. Speak to me; tell me what you want.’ 

‘*T only want you to quiet yourself, and, when 
you are calmer, to think over what I have said.” 

‘¢Said?” She paused; twisted the cloth in 
her hands, backward and forward; and whis- 


9°? 


‘ pered to herself, “What is it he said?” . She 


turned again toward me, and shook her head 
impatiently. “Why don’t you help me?” she 
asked, with angry suddenness. 

“Yes, yes,” “s said; “I will help you; and 
you will soon remember. I asked you to see 
Miss Fairlie to-morrow, and to tell her the truth 
abont the letter.” 

‘Ah! Miss Fairlie—Fairlie—Fairlic—” 

The mere utterance of the loved, familiar 
name seemed to quict her. Her face softened 
and grew like itself again. 
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‘*You need have no fear of Miss Fairlie,” I 
continued; ‘‘and no fear of getting into trou- 
ble through the Ietter. She knows so much 
about it already, that you will have no a | oN 
ty in telling her all. ‘There can be little n&éces- 
sity for concealment where there is hardly any 
thing left to conceal. -You mention no names 
in the letter; but Miss Fairlie knows that the 
person you write of is Sir Percival Glyde—” 

The instant I pronounced that name she 
started to her feet; and a scream burst from 
her that rang through the church-vard and 
made my heart leap in me with the terror of it. 
‘The dark deformity of the expression which had 
just left her face, lowered on it once more, with 
doubled and trebled intens ity. The shriek at 
the name, the reiterated look of hatred and fear 
that instantly followed, told all. Not even a 
last doubt now remained. Mer mother was 
guiltless of imprisoning her in the Asylum. A 
man had shut her up—and that man was Sir 
Percival Glyde. 

‘The scream had reached other ears than mine. 
On one side I heard the door of the sexton’s 
cottage open; on the other, I heard the voice 
of her companion, the woman in the shaw], the 
woman whom she had spoken of as Mrs. Clem- 
ents. 

‘*I’m coming! I’m coming!” cried the voice 
from behind the clump of diarf trees. 

In a moment more Mrs. Clements hurried 
into view. 

*“* Who are you?” she cried, facing me reso- 
lutely, as she set her foot on the stile. ‘* How 
dare you frighten a poor helpless woman like 
that?” 

She was at Anne Catherick’s side, and had 
put one arm around her, before I could answer. 
‘* What is it, my dear?” she said.. ** What has 
he done to you?” 

Nothing,” the poor creature answered. No- 
thing. I’m only frightened. 

Mrs. Clements turned on me with a fearless 
indignation for which I respected her. 

‘**T should be heartily ashamed of myself if I 
deserved that angry look,” I said. ‘ But I do 
not deserve it. I have unfortunately startled 
her without intending it. ‘This is not the first 
time she has seen me. Ask her yourself, and 
she will tell you that I am incapable of will- 
ingly harming her or any woman.” 

I spoke distinctly, so that Anne Catherick 
might hear and understand me: and I saw that 
the words and their meaning had reached her. 

**Yes, yes,’ she said; ‘‘he was good to me 
once; he helped me—” 
rest into her friend’s ear. 

‘* Strange, indeed!” said Mrs. Clements, with 
a lock of perplexity. ‘It makes all the differ- 
ence, though. I’m sorry I spoke so rough to 
you, Sir; but you must own that appearances 
looked suspicious to a stranger. It’s more my 
fault than yours, for humoring her whims, and 
letting her be alone in such a place as this. 
Come, my dear—come home now.” 

I thought the good woman looked a little 
uneasy at the prospect of the walk back, and I 
offered to go with them until they were both 
within sight of home. Mrs. Clements thanked 
me civilly, and declined. She said they were 
sure to mect some of the farm laborers as soon 
as they got to the moor. 

“Try to forgive me,” I said, when Anne 
Catherick took her friend’s arm to go away. 
Innocent as I had been of any intention to ter- 
rify and agitate her, my heart smote me as I 
looked at the poor, pale, frightened face. 

‘*] will try,” she answered. ‘‘ But you know 
too much; I’m afraid you will always frighten 
me now.” 

Mrs. Clements glanced at me, and shook her 
head, pityingly. | 

**Good-night, Sir,” she said. You couldn't 
help it, I know; but I Wish it was me you had 
frightened, and not her.” 

T hey moved av ay a few steps. I thought 
they had left.me; but Anne suddenly stopped 
and separated herself from her friend. 

ait a little,’ she said. must say good- 

She returned to the grave, rested both hands 
tenderly on the marble cross, and kissed it. 

‘‘I’'m better now,” she sighed, looking up at 
me quietly. ‘I forgive vou.” 

She joined her companion again, and they 
left the burial-ground. I saw them stop near 
the church, and spe: ak to‘the sexton’s wife, who 
had come from the cottage, and had waited, 
watching us from a distance. Then they went 
on again up the path that led to the moor. I 
looked after Anne Catherick as she disappear- 
ed till all trace of her had faded in the twi- 
light—looked as anxiously and sorrowfully as 
if that was the last I was to see in this w eary 
world of the women in white. 


She whispered the 


WeaSTeER 
PICTORIAL EDITION 


\ 


500 Pic stor al 


Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary, 
New Pictorial’ Edition. 
1500 Pictorial Illustrations. 


9,000 to 10,600 NEW WORDS in the 
Vocabul 


ary. 
Table of SYNONYMS by Prof. Goodrich. 


TABLE GIVING PRONUNCIATION OF NAMES oF 8000 pDis- 
TINGUISHED PERSONS OF Moprrn ‘TIMES, 
PECULIAR USE OF WORDS AND TERMS IN THE DIBLE, 
with other new features. Together with all the matter 

of previous editions, In one yolume of 1750 paces. 

‘*The eighty pages of illustrations, comparable in 
fineness to those of bank notes, are worth the price of 
the book.”—Ch. Herald. 

Price $6 50. Sold by all Booksellers, 

E-=> Also a fine edition of the above in various bind- 
ings, on sized paper, with ample margin, making it con- 
venient to the scholar for annotations, &c. 

, G. & C. MERRIAM, Springfield, Mass. 


STILL ANOTHER PROOF. 


Phalon’s Cocin, 
To Dress your Hair and 


REMOVE DANDRUFF. 


Nov. 7, 1859. 
Messrs. PHALON & Son, 

Gentlemen: For some time I have been using your 
Cocin as a Hair Dressing, and in removing the Dandruff 
from my head. 

I must candidly say that I have never used any article 


that has so effectually removed the Dandruff as your Co- ~ 


cin, and at the same time stopping a constant irritation 
of the skin. 

As a preparation for Hair Dressing, I have never found 
any article that would keep my hair in its place for so 
long a time, and give it such a smooth and brilliant ap- 
pearance, 

As your Cocin has been s0 beneficial to me, you are at 
liberty to use this letter if it is of any service to you. 

Respectfully yours, 
SARAH H. HUGHES. 

The above letter will satisfy all that it is the best prep- 
aration made to remove Dandruff and dress the Hair. 
For sale by all Druggists and Dealers, at 25 and 50 cents 
a bottle, and by the manufacturers, 

PHALON & SON, New York. 


Bronchitis. 

From Mr. C. H. Gardner, Principal of the Rutger’s 
Female Institute, N. ¥.—“I have been afflicted with 
Bronchitis during the past winter, and found no relief 
until I found your Z'roches.” ‘** Brown's Bronchial Tro- 
ches,’ or Cough Lozenges, are for sale throughout the 
United States. 


Over Five Thousand Bottles Sold of 
PHALON’S SNOW WHITE 


ORIENTAL CREAM, 


FOR WHITENING AND BEAUTIFYING THE 
COMPLEXION, 


And removing Tan, Freckles, and all Roughness of the 
Skin. All those who have used it give it the preference 
over Lily Whites, Cosmetics, &c., which are so injurious 
to the skin. 

It is the most perfect articie ever manufactured, and is 
certain to be the only preparation used. Those who use 
it once wiil be perfectly satisfied of this. 
small and large bottles, at 50 cents and One Dollar. 

Prepared and originated by 

PHALON & SON, New York. 


Covucus, Cotps, HOARSENESS and 
INFLUENZA, IRRITATION, SORENESS, OF 
any affection of the Throat CURED, 
the HACKING COUGH in CONSUMPTION, 
BRoncnuitTis, WHOOPING CouGH, ASTH- 

MA, CATARRH, RELIEVED by 
BROWN’S BRONCHIAL TROCHES, 
or CovucH LOZENGES. 

4 simple and elegant for Coveus, &c.” 

Dr. G. F. BIGELOW, Boston. 
“ Have proved extremely serviceable for HOARSENESS.” 
Rev. Henry Warp BEECHER. 
T recommend use to Pusiic SPEAKERS.” 
Rey. H. Cuapin, New York. 

salutary relief in Broncaitis.” 

Rev. S. SEIGFRIED, Morristown, Ohio. 

ne ficial when — to speak, suffering from 
Cour Rev. 8S. J..P. ANDERSON, St. Louis. 

ctual in remov and Irritation of 
the Throat, so common with SPEAKERS and SINGERS. ” 

Prof. M. STACY JOHNSON, LaGrange, Ga, 
Teacher of Music, Southern Female College. 

“ Great benefit when taken before and after preaching, 
as then prevent Hoarseness. From their past ehect, I 
think they will be of permanent advantage to me.’ 

Rev. E. A.M., 


President Athens College, Tenn. 


Sold by all Druggists, at 25 cents a box. 


PERRY 


DAVIS’ 


VEGETABLE PAIN KILLER. 
The Great Family Medicine of the Age. 


Taken internally Cures 
SUDDEN COLDS, COU 
WEAK STOMACH. 
GENERAL DEBILITY. 
NURSING SORE MOUTH, CANKER. 
LIVER COMPLAINT. 
DYSPEPSIA OR INDIGESTION. 
CRAMP AND PAIN IN THE STOMACH, 
BOWEL.COMPLAINT. 
PAINTE Rs’ COLIC, ASIATIC CHOLERA. 
DIARRHEA AND DYSENTERY. 


Used externally Cures 


FELONS, BOILS AND OLD SORES. 
SEVERE BURNS AND SCALDS. 
CUTS. BRUISES AND SPRAINS. 
SWELLING OF THE JOINTS. 
RINGWORM AND TETTER. 
BROKEN BREASTS. 

FROSTED FEET AND 
TOOTHACHE, 

PAIN IN THE FAC 

NEU RALGIA AND RHEUM ATISM. 


The PAIN KIL LER} is by universal consent allowed to h 
Its instantaneous effect in the entire eradicati Aaa 
forms incidental to the human family, and the upsolicited written and ¥erbal testimony of the 


of medical preparations. 


have been, and are its own best adve rtisement. 


The ingredients which enter into the PAIN KILLER being 
SAFE and efticacious remedy taken internally, as well as for external applications, w 
rections. The slight stain upon linen from its use in externa 


little alcohol. For sale by ali Dealers in Medicine, 


ave won for itselt a reputation unsurpassed i in the history 
ion and extinction of PAIN in all its various 
masses in its favor, 


PURELY VEGETABLE, render it a PERFEC TLY 
hen used according to the di- 


L applications, te readily removed by washing with @ 
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BY NAPOLITON B. QUEGG. 


Wren Winter comes with frost and snows, 
Give to the poor your last year's clothes ; 
Make others warm, and warm your heart 
charity's exalted part. 

So may you thrive from year to year, 

And Christmas still bring MERny CHEER! 


And think not you will lose by this— 
Men only lose who do amiss ; 

And charity, as sages say, 

Compensates all it takes away. : 
Smith Brothers sell new clothes so cheap 
That for your old you ne’er need weep. 


‘Temples of 
Fashion.”’ 


ONE PRICE—NO DEVIATION. 


The Price is marked on all the 
Goods in Plain Figures. 


SMITH BROTHERS, 
The Marble Stores, 
122, 138, and 140 
Fulton Street, 
Between Broadway and William St., 


THOMAS SMITH, . 


POBERT L. SMITH, NEW YORE. 


J. SMITH RICE. 


DR. J. B. MARCHISIYS 
Colebrated Uterine Catholicon, 
For the Relief and Cure of Suffering Females. 


Climate and the normal habits of female life superin- 
duce a variety of diseases which this Catholicon will 
counteract and cure. It can be relied upon in any case 
of Painful, Suppressed, or Irregular Menstruation, Pro- 
lapsus Uteri, Leucorrhewa, Ulceration of the Womb, 
Faintness, Lassitude, &c. When every thing else has 
failed, this article is never taken without benefit. No 
suffering female should leave it untried. A pamphlet, 
with full symptoms, treatment, Ictters, <ce., sent (gratis) 
by mail, or delivered by any Agent. Itis sold in every 
town, or sent by express. Be cautious of an imitation, 
somewhat similar in name, with my certificates altered, 
&ce. Address BARNES & PARK, No. 13 Park Row, N. 


Y.; J. D. PARK, Cincinnati or Chicago; WEUKS & |]. 


POTTER, Boston; or CALLENDER & CO., Philad. 
J. B. MARCHISI, M.D., Utica, N. Y. 


Great Reduction in Prices at Genin’s 
Bazaar. 


Prices Reduced 

In Laces AND ——-InN TPoys* 
Yourns’ CLotTuing. ——IN HostEry. IN 
Gents’ Furnisuinag Goops.——IN GAITERS AND 
SLiprerRs. —— IN CHILDREN'S LEGGINGS. ——IN GIRLS’ 
Dresses. —In SMALL Boys’ Svuits.—~—IN INFANTS’ 
WARDROBES. —— IN INFANTS’ CLOAKS: —— IN LADIES’ 
Roses CuaMBRE.——IN Lapties’ UNDERLINEN.——IN 
BripaL Ovutrits.——IN Lapis’ BONNETS. In CuIL- 
DREN BONNETS.——IN CHILDREN’S Fancy Il ats.——In 
Lapirs’ —— IN LaApIEs’ Furs. IN 
Curupren’s Furs.—In Sieien Rosrs.——In Gents’ 
Fur CoLtars.——IN GEnNTs’ Fur GLoves.——IN Gents’ 
Fur Cars.—In Lapres’ Fur Arctic Hoops. Loys’ 
CLoTu AND VELVET Caps.——MENS' AND Loys' Sort 
Hats.——Gent's Dress Hats.——At Genin's Bazaar, 
Nos. 507 and 513 Broadway. 


Mother Goose 


A For Grown Folks. 
A NEW CHRISTMAS BOOK. 


One volume, with Frontispiece by Billings, elegantly 
printed on tinted paper. Price, bound in Muslin, 75 cents. 

*» Sold everywhere, and sent by mail, postage free, 
on receipt of the price, by Rupp & Can.eTon, 130 Grand 
Street, New York. 


Sleepless, Crying, Teething Children. 


All know how unpleasant are these accompaniments 
of babyhood, and most intelligent pers 18 know, also, 
the sad consequences to health, and often life, from the 
use of anodynes, cordials, and similar baby doses used 
to quiet them. HUMPHREYS’ SPECIFIC HOMEO- 
PATHIC BABY PILLS, (a pleasant sugar pill,) which 
you may drop into the mouth at any time, give you ev- 
ery thing to be desired from medicine. They CALM Ex- 
CITEMENT, ALLAY THE IRRITATION OF TEETHING, RELIEVE 
COLIC AND BOWEL COMPLAINTS, AND PROCURE NATURAL 
AND QUIET REST, without the disadvantages of cordials 


.oY opiates, They have been used for years, and ap- 


Proved-by all who use them or abhor dosing. 
Price, 25 cents per box, with directions. Six boxes, $1. 


N. B.—A full set of Humrnreys’ ILOMEOPATHIC Spr- 
ciFIcs, with Book of Directions, and Twenty different 
semedies, in large vials, morocco case, $5; do. in plain 
case, $4; case of fifteen boxes, and book, $2. 

These Remedies, by the single box or case, are sent by 
mail or express, free of charge, to any address, on receipt 
of the price, Address 
Dr. HUMPHREYS & CO., 

No. 562 Broadway, New York. 


PIANO FORTES. 
AVEN, BACON & CO., 
"iano Forte Manufacturers, Warerooms No. 125 
or and Street, near Broadway, where a full assortment 
“ Tuments may be found, exclusively of our own 
manufacture, Warranted in every respect, 
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(GET)A COPY.) 
WWremoriai of | 
Washington Irving. 
A Splendid Stecl Plate Engraving. 


SUNNYSIDE. Jilustrated. By T. Addison Richards. 

FAC-SIMILE of a three-paged Christmas Letter by 
Mr. Irving—a perfect autograph in lithograph. 
. Together with many Anecdotes, a number of Ontatnan 
Letrers. BioGRaPuicaL SKetTcues, &c., of Mr. Irving; 
2EMINISOENCES, by Louis Gavlord Clark and James ©. 
Noyes; the Lerrers of N. P. Willis and ‘Theodore Til- 
ton; and the Appresses of Dr. Francis and Hon. George 
Bancroft, all in the 


January Knickerbocker, 


in addition to Original Articles by-Bancroft, Tuckerman, 
Miss Prescott, Dr. A. K. Gardner, &c., &ce. 

lor sale everywhere, 25 cents per copy. 

To every $3 Subscriber to the Knickerbocker for 1860, 
inclosing 12 cents extra in stamps, will be sent, free of 
postage, a copy of the new and splendid engraving of 


Mierry-Making in the Olden Time. 
fe" Six copies of each for five subscriptions ($15 60) ; 
ten copies for eight subscriptions ($25 00). 
See Knickerbocker Advertisement in ** Week- 
for. December 17. 
JOHN A. GRAY, Publisher, 
@6 and 18 Jacob Street, N. Y. 


EMOVAL. 
, JAMES BOGARDUS, 
Architect in Iron, Originator, Constructor, and Patentee 
of Inon BUILDINGS, 
Patentee and Manufacturer of 
Bocanpus's Eccentric UNIVERSAL MILL. 
Machine Room corner of White and Elm Streets, 
In Harlem Railroad Depot, 
OiTice No. 207 Canal Street, near Centre, New York. 
Iron Building corner Centre and Duane 8ts., formerly 
occupied, has been removed in widening Duane Street. 


MUSICAL BOXES, 


Playing 2, 3, 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16, 24, and 36 tunes. 
PAILLARD & MARTIN, Importers, 
Musical Boxes repaired. 21.Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


Piano Fortes, 


Of the newest style, finest tone, and lowest rates. 
HAZLETON BRO'S, Manufacturers, 
Warerooms No. 99 Prince, near Broadway. 


Boudoir Sewing Machine. 
Fiarris’ Patent. 


The best and only reliable double-thread Machine 
making the celebrated GROVER & BAKER STITCH 
by authority, at 


$40. 


Every Machine warranted for one year. 


L. A. BIGELOW, Agent, 
43 TREMONT STREET, Boston, 
and 504 Broadway, New York. 


Singer's Sewing Machines. 


SINGER'S No. 2 Sewing Maonrng, $100. 


Singer's No. 1 Sewina Macutng, $90. 
HEMMING GAUGES REDUCED TO $4. 
Singer's Family Sewing Machines at $50 and $75 are 


capable of performing, in the best style, all the sewing 
of a private family. 


Send for a copy of I. M. Singer & Co.'s Gazette, which 
contains full and reliable information about prices, sizes, 
etc., of Sewing Machines, and will be supplied gratis. 


I. M. SINGER & CO., 
No. 453 Broadway, New York. 
ROSSITER & MIGNOT'S PAINTING, 


“The Home of Washington 
after the War.” 
On Exhibition at the ACADEMY OF DESIGN, 
10th Street, near Broadway, from ? A.M. to 5 P.M., and 


from 7 to9 Evenings. Admission 25 cents. 
J. McCLURE. 


Delightful! 


Beautiful! Elegant! 
A new Discovery! 
Soft French Tallow! 
For Beautifying, Putting, Curling, 
Dressing, Softening, Smoothing, Glossing, 
Layiny and Setting the Mair. 
Impurts « Silky Gloss and Softness, 
And at same time a stiifness, 
As you dress the Hair so it remains. 
Keeps the Flair in position. 
Makes the Hair beautiful. 
It’s the beau ideal of the Toilet. 
A perfect Gem! <A perfect Gem! 
For Ladies’ and Children’s use. 
The ne plus ultra of the dav, 
For the Beauty, Favhion, and Respectability, 
Makes glossy Curis. 
It’s a first-class article, 
FIRST-CLASS TIMES, 
Delightful— Detightiuli—Delightfal! 
It should be in every Family. 
It’s the best preparation 
For the Hair—For the Hair 
In the World 
In the World 
In the World 
Address ISABEL SCIPLFE, 
Depot, 23 Ann Street, N. Y., near Astor House. 
Price 59 cents per box. Sold everywhere, 


RENCH MINK CAPE, Muff, and 


Cuffs, 
only $16. WILLIAMS, 293 Fulton St Brooklyn. 


ST PUBLISHED.—On Single and Mar- 
ried Life; or, The Institutes of Marriage. By the 
late R. J. Culverwell, Esq. Price 25 cents, free of post. 
age. For sale by H. DEXTER & CO., 113 Nassau 
Street, N. Y., and ali Booksellers, 


IGHLY IMPORTANT TO BOTH SEX- 
ES, Married or Single, in health or disease.— 
MEDICAL ADVISER AND MARRIAGE GUIDE. 20th 
ection, over 400 pages, 12mo, cloth, and above 100 Elee- 
trotype Engravings. Price $1. By a celebrated Paris 
and London Physician and Surgeon, now of New York 
City. This interesting book should be in the hands of 
pera Hig tow person, as it imparis knowledge all have 
Kought for in vain in any other. Sold b » 
RENCE, No, 1 Vesey Street, Astor Houm. 


Address 


A | 
. Dispatch? 
} 
Save the Pieees! *:\_; 
Useful in every house for meading Furniture, Tops, 
Crockery, Glass-ware, ; 
Wholesale, Depot, No. 30 Platt Street, New York. 


HENRY C. SPALDING & CO., 
Box No. 3,600 New York. 


Put up for Dealers in Cases containing four, eight, and 
twelve dozen—a beautiful Lithograph Show-Card accom- 
panying each package. 


The Gift Book of the Scason. 
Mr. King’s Blegant Work. 


The White Hills: 


Turik Leaenps, LANDSCAPE, AND 
By Rev. T. STARR KING. 


Illustrated by Sixty fine Engravings on Wood by 
ANDREW, 
From Original Designs by WakeLock. 
One vol. Small quarto. Elegantly printed on Tinted 
Paper 


A work, the most creditabio to American Art, of any 
ever issued. 

Expressly designed for the Holidays, and one of the 
most attractive and valuable works of the season. Au- 
thor and Artist have combined to make this a work of 
permanent interest and worth. 


CROSBY, NICHOLS CoO., Publishers, 
117 Washington Strect, Boston. 


Wew Holiday Beoks, 


Just Published by 


CROSBY, NICHOLS & CO., 
And for sale by the principal Booksellers in the United 
States. 


FRANK WILDMAN’S ADVENTURES ON LAND 
AND WATER. By Frederick Gertsecker. Trans- 
lated and Revised by Lascelles Wraxall. With Light 
Illustrations, printed in oil colors, 16mo. Price $L 
A most interesting and attractive book for the young, 

equal in every respect to the popular works by Mayne 

Reid, and illustrated with colored engravings, 


MANY A LITTLE MAKE A MICKLE. Tales Trans- 
lated from the German. By Trauermantel. With 
Six Illustrations printed in oilcolors. 16mo, 75 cents. 


HOLLY AND MISTLETOB. Tales Translated from 
the German of Rosalie Koch. By Traucrmantel 
With Six Illustrations printed in oil colors. 16mo. 
Price T5 cents. 

These two juveniles are a continuation of the Series 
of German stories so deservedly popular. They com- 
prise some of the most delightful stories published for 
the young, and are fully illustrated with colored en- 
gravings. 


THE LIFE OF LAFAYETTE. Written for Children. 
By E. Cecil, author of ‘* The Life of Washington.” 
Illustrated with Six Colored Engravings. 16mo. 
Price 75 cents, : 

The second of the series of Lives of the Generals of 
the Revolution, by a new and popular author. This se- 
ries is)prepared expressly for the instruction and enter- 
tainmé@nt of American children and youth. 


THE LIFE OF WASHINGTON, Written for Chil- 
dren. By E. Cecil. Illustrated with Six Colored En- 
gravings. 16mo. Price 75 cents. 

An invaluable ‘little book. Every boy and girl In the 

United States should own a copy of this Memoir of the 

** Father of his country.” 


A MOTHER'S HYMNS FOR YOUNG CHILDREN. 

A beautiful little volume, entirely original, filled with 
such hymns as every mother would wish her child to 
learn. 


CROSBY, NICHOLS & CO., 
PUBLISHERS, 
117 Washington Strect, Boston. 


CLOVE ANODYNE 
TOOTHACHE DROPS. 
Complain no more of Aching Teeth. 
This will cure you in One Minute!!! 
Price 25 cents per Vial. 


Will be sent free, per Mail, to any part of the United 
States, upon receipt of 30 cents in postage stamps. 

Prepared by A. B. & D. SANDS, Druggists, 100 Ful- 
ton Street, corner of William, New York. 


WHAT IS BEAUTY? 


A beautiful complexion, unmarred by freckles or pim- 
ples, and to obtain this complexion, use PHALON'’s SNOW 
ORIENTAL CrEaAM. Every Lady can make her- 
self beautiful by using it. One trial will satisfy any lady 
that it is the most wonderful preparation ever made, and 
it is warranted perfeetly harmless, 


WANTED TO SELL 
LARGE FINE STEEL ENGRAVINGS. 
Apply to HOLBROOKE, 13 Park Row, New York. 


IWiercantile Record. 


Patent Champion Safes. 
S. C. Ilerring & Co., 251 Broadway. 
Er. B. Dodworth.—Music Store, 6 Astor Piece. 
Pubtisiicr and Dealer in Music and Instruments. 
Direction Labels and Tags. 


Mauger, Victor E., 115 Chambers Street. 


HRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S 
HOLIDAY PRESENTS, 

At T. J. CROWEN’S, No. 699 Broadway, cor 4th Street. 
GIF T-BOOKS, Beautifully Illustrated. 
STANDARD WORKS, in Fine Binding, 
ILLUMINATED JUVENILE and TOY BOOKS. 
Splendid assortment of DIBLES, and the BOOK OF 

COMMON PRAYER, bound in Velvet, Turkey, and 

Calf, ornamented. 

AMUSING GAMES, 
CHOICE VARIETY OF FANCY ARTICLES, 
T. J. CROWEN, No. 699 Broadway, cor. 4th street. 


Helper’s 


Impending Crisis. 


A LIVE BOOK. ‘ 
55,000 COPIES HAVE BEEN SOLD. 


Now is the tima 
This is the Work that is creating so mach excitement 
IN CONGRESS. 
Large 12mo Vol., 420 pages, Cloth, Price $1. 
Octavo Edition, Paper Covers, 50 centa. 
ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED 
to sell these Works the country through. Terms liberal. 
Single copies sent to any address, post-paid, on receipt 
of price. Address 
A. B. BURDICK, Publisher, 
No. 145 Nassau Street, New York. 


O® THURSDAY, DECEMBER 22D, 
THE SECOND PART 


—OF— 


TOM BROWN AT OXFORD 


WILE BE PUBLISHED BY 


TICKNOR & FIELDS. 
$10,000 


Warranted to be made year- 
For particulars address, with return postage, 


ly from a Cash Capital of ouly $5. 
I. WILSON, Stillwater, Saratoga Uo., N. Y. 


Holiday Presents. 
J. & C. Berrian, 


No. 601 Broadway. 


Fancy Goods, Cutlery, Sfiver Plated 
Ware, Skates and Sleighs, 
Tool-Chests, Games, &c. 


HE SANCTUS: A Collection of Church 
Music, fully complete in every department; adapt- 

ed to the Worship of all protestant Denominations. By 
Edward Hamilton, The tunes in this volume are easy 
to learn and easy to sing, being written within the com- 
pass of ordinary voices, and distinguished by a natural 
flow of Melody, sustained upon chords which are simple 
without weakness, and rich without redundancy. Price 
75 eents. Per dozen, $7 £0. Published by OLIVER 
DITSON & CO., 277 Washington Street, Boston. 


Thimbles versus Scissors. 


Steirly’s Patent Thread- 
Cutting Thimbles. 


Can be obtained at any fancy retail store. 

By the use of this Thimble the operator can dispense 
with Scissors, and the very injurious practice of biting 
off the threads, whereby much time and labor, inconve- 
nience and annoyance may be saved, Try it, and you 
will be astonished! 

Wholesale Depot, 13 Wall Street, N. Y. 

W. BYRON WHARTON, Aer. 


INKLE & LYON’S SEWI MACHINES 

Ilave received the Highest Med@ at the FAIR OF 

THE AMERICAN INSTITUTE, with the highest pre- 

mium for FINE SEWING MACHINE WORK. Also, 

the highest premium at the FAIReOF THE FRANK- 

LIN INSTITUTE, THE NEW JERSEY STATE 
FAIR, and so generally wherever exhibited. 

OFFICE 603 BROADWAY. 


Jules Hauel’s Rose Tooth Paste is one of 
the most delightful cosmetics we ever saw, imparting to 
the teeth a pearly whiteness, and removing all extrane- 
ous matter from around their roots; it keeps the gums 
sound, healthy, and adds a balmy fragrance to the 
breath. No lady or gentleman should be without it. 
Sold by all Druggists, and by JuLtes Haven & Co., Na 
704 CuRSTNUT STREET, Philadelphia, 


LONGFELLOW’S EVANGELINE. 
A most brilliant and charming Piano Forte piece under 
the above title, composed by Jos Sieboth, has just been 
published by the undersigned. Price €0 cents. Copies 
sent by mail, postage paid. 
FIRTH, POND & CO., 547 Broadway, N. Y. 


st 
American~Guano. 
TO AND DEALERS 


in Guano. This Guato from Jarvis Island, in the Pe 
cific Ocean, which has been provedto be the most valu- 
able fertilizer ever discovered, is offéyed for wale at whole- 
sale and retail at less than two thirds the price of Peru- 
vian. For particulars address C. 8. RSHALL, Prest. 
American Guano Co., 66 William Street, New York. 


Two Works Valuable to the Sick or 
Well. 
Sent by mail, no pay expected until received, read, and 


approved. 

Address Dr. S. S. FITCH, 714 Broadway, New York. 

Ist. SIX LECTURES on the causes, prevention, and 
cure of Lung, Throat, and Skin diseases; Rheumatism, 
and Male and Female complaints. On the mode of Pre. 
serving Health to 100 years. 415 pages, 26 Engravings. 
—Price 50 cents, in silver or P. O. stamps. . 

2nd. A work on the Cause and Care of Diseases of the 
Tleart, Stomach, Liver, Bowels, and Kidneys; on Apo. 
plexy, Palsy, and Dyspepsia; why we grow old and what 
causes disease. 131 pages, 6 engravings. Price 86 
cents. Say which book you wish, giving name, state, 
county office. 


The Good Song. 3 Zz “Pr 
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ing-room to see that all are comfortable. 


follows : 
‘‘ Here, Jonn, my man, pull off my india-rubbers, will you ?” 


~ é 


OLp Mr. Grxnyzacs thinks it right to give a party or two at this season, and when the guests arrive, steps up stairs to the gentlemen’s dress- 
Is rather hurt by being accosted by a perfect stranger (who has probably been asked by Brown) as 
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== 


— 


ree tie, 


This is Youne DAWDLEMORE, the Artist. 
no; ‘*‘but he is obliged to think a great deal before he begins to work.” 
N.B. It is 6 p.m., and he has been thinking ever since he got up at 11 


A.M., and now thinks he should dress for dinner. 


Not that he is idle, O dear, 


—- 
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Special Announcement 


FROM THE 


Quaker City Publishing House! 


100,000 Catalogues, 


NEW, ENLARGED AND REVISED—NOW READY 


FOR DISTRIBUTION, 


Superior Inducements to the Public! 


,. A new and sure plan for obtaining GOLD and 
SILVER WATCHES, and other valuable Prizes. Full 
particulars given in Catalogues, which will be sent free 


to all upon application. 


Valuable Gifts, worth from 50 cents to $100, GUAR- 
ANTEED to each purchaser. $100,000 in Gifts have 
been distributed to my patrons within the past six 
oo aaa to be distributed during the next six 
months. 

The inducements offered Agents are more liberal than 
those of any other house in the business. 

Having been in the Publishing and Bookselling busi- 
ness for the last eight years, my experience enables me 
- pry the Gift Enterprise with the greatest satisfac- 

on to all. 


te AGENTS WANTED in every Town and County. 


For full particulars address DUANE RULISON, 
s Quaker City Publishing Heuse, 
83 South Third Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


CURIOSITY—Particulars sent free. 
Agents wanted, fuaw & Crark, Biddeford, Me. 


The Wheeler & Wilson Sewing Machine 
Company, 
Office 505 Broadway, New York, 

Has prepared tables showing by actual experiment of 
four different workers, the time required to stitch each 
part of a garment by hand, and with their Sewing Ma- 
chine. The superiority of the work done by the Ma- 
chine, and the healthfulness of the employment, are ad- 
vantages quite as great as the saving of time. Subjoined 
is a summary of several of the tables— 


BY MACHINE. BY MAND. 
Tours. Minutes. Hours. Mins. 

Gentlemen's Shirts........1 5 1331 
| 38 16 35 
14 vf 19 
Linen “ 4s 5 
51 5 10 
Summer 83 2 50 
13 10 823 
Merino Drees .....ccccccool 4 8 2 
Calico Dregs 6 37 


Seams of any considerable length are stitched ordina- 
rily at the rate of a yard a minute. 


ercoats.—$3 50, $4 50, $5 50, $6 50, $10 and $25. 
50, $4 50, $6 50 & $10. 


BO. A. HUNTER & CO.'S 
Mammoth Clothing Steres, 
Nos. 29@ and 292 Bewery. 


PANTS and VESTS.—$1i to $10. Gents’ Furnishing | 
Goods, at 


Clothing, just manufactured, in eur best styles, consists 
ing in part of 


WARM CLOTHING. 


We now offer large assortments of Fall and Winter 


ESQUIMAUX BEAVERS, 
MOSCOW BEAVERS, 
EIDER DOWN BEAVERS, 
MAGENTA BEAVERS, 
PRESIRENT BEAVERS, 
CLARENDON BEAVERS, 
DREADNAUGHT BEAVERS. 
Also, complete suits of all styles of CASSIMERE and 
Beaver suits, and all the late styles Velvet and Cash- 
mere Vestings, &c., &c. 
BOYS’ CLOTHING 
AND FURNISHING GOODS 
in great variety, at the lowest prices of the trade, 
D. DEVLIN & CO., 
Nos. 258, 259, and 260 Broadway. 


A.New Picture for the Stereoscope!! 
“GOOD FOR A COLD.” 
Just received by the Persia, a choice Assortment of 
entirely New Views-—Groups, Landscapes, &c., &c., and 
at greatly reduced prices, at the New York Depot of the 


LONDON STEREOSCOPIC Co., 
534 Broadway. 


NTI-ARTHRITIC WINE.—A CERTAIN 
CURE FOR 
GOUT RHEUMATISM. 
PENF@LD, PARKER & MOWER, 
Wholesale Druggists, 


JAMES T. SovuTrer, 


15 Beekman Street; New Yerk. 
9 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


Fine London Watches. 


For Scientific Purposes, 
Or for Pocket Time-Pieces. 

RICH DIAMOND JEWELRY, 
Braceleta—Earrings, 
Brooches—Studs, &c., &c. 

—— SOLID GOLD CHAINS. — 


At the Factory Prices, 


25 per cent. below 
Retail Store Prices. 
D. 0. PEACOCK, LONDON, 
Represented by 


DAVID RAIT, 
405 Broadway, 
UP STAIRS. 


More Popular than ever ! Its Sale Unprecedented ! 


LYONS tue 


is, beyond question, the finest and most popular article 
ever made. Nothing has ever given such universal sat- 
isfaction. It restores the Hair, preserves and beautifies 
it, and removes all Dandruff, &c. If you do not use it, 
try it. Sold everywhere for 25 cents per bottle. 


Quern’s Cod-Liver Oil Jelly, 
The only certain cure for Consumption, Asthma, and 
all kinds of Coughs, is taken without nausea. 


ALSO, 

Queru’s Patent Jellified Castor-Oil—The 
greasy sensation of the oil is obviated, and it does not 
cause any constipation after use. Itis the best purgative 
for children. To be had at the Inventor's Office, No. 135 
Fourth Avenue, and at all respectable druggists. PEN- 
FOLD, PARKER & MOWER, Wholesale Agents, No. 
15 Beekman Street. 


The Guardjan 
Life Insurance 
Company, 


OF NEW YORK, 


| Continental Bank Building, No. 7 Nassau 


Street. 


DIRECTORS: 


E. V. Havenwoor, 
ROBERT SOUTTER, 
JAMES W. HALBTED, 
Wm. M. V8RMILYE, 
Francois W. 
FREDEERIOK W. Maoy, 
E. T. H. Grsson, 
JAMES F. Cox, 
Taytor Hatt, Balt. 
WILLIAM WILKENS, ‘“ 


DovuGcLas ROBINSON, 
TuoMas RIGNEY, 
Jno. T. AGNEW, 

W. H. Proxnam, 
JNO. J. CRANE, 
Wa. W. WriIGat, 
Wa. T. Hooker, 
GEORGE OppyKE, 
Jno. H. FHERWOOD, 
WILLIAM ALLEN, 


JAMES W. HALSTED, President. 
HENRY V. GAHAGAN, Secretary. 
J. SMITH HOMANS, Jr., Actuary. 
G. W. FARLEE, Attorney and Counsellor. 


R. F. HALSTED, M.D., — 
W. E. VERMILYE, Medical Examiners.’ 


‘ w 


Issues Policies as follows, viz. : 


Policies in Favor of and Payable to the 
Wife, 


Free from the claims of Creditors. 


Policies Payable on Attaining a Certain 
Age, 
Or payable in case of death before attaining such age. } 


Policies Granted to Creditors, 
On the Lives of their Debtors. 


Policies Granted for any Number of 
Years, 


Premiums payable in Cash, Quarterly, Semi-Annually, 
or Annually, in advance, 


Dividends Declared every Three Years, 


And the surplus belonging to the Policy Holders re- 
turned to them in scrip. 


This Scrip bears 6 per cent. per annum interest, paya- 
ble in cash, and the redemption thereof is commenced 
when the aggregate issue shall have amounted to 
$1,000,000. 

At the same time the Company is empowered by its 
charter to purehase the scrip for the benefit of the Poliey 
Holders before that time. _ 

This scrip is not affected by the forfeiture or sale of 
the policy, which is a great advantage over the system 
adopted by some Companies, of subjecting the dividend 
to the same terms of forfeiture and sale as the policy, by 
endorsing it thereon. This is clearly unjust, as the divi- 
dend is a surplus fund, and is rightly the property of the 
insured, irrespective of the policy. 

The interest on the scrip gradually reduces the pre- 
mium, 
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